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Advertiſement. 


HERE is not to be expected much 

Connection, among the Letters, from 
CCCXLIX to the End, as they in Reality 
belong to the former Series; but, having no 
Dates, were joſtled out of their Places when 
the Suite was endeavouring to be framed, 
from the Subjects of the Letters. The few 
that happen to follow in Courſe, point out 
themſelves. 
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LETTER CCXCVI. 


IDC AM, my deareſt Fanny, in as uneaſy 
— D and diſagreeable Circumſtances, at 
. * preſent, as any Man can be, who 
800 45 does not labour under Guilt or Pain; 
and if it was not for that happy and 

philoſophic Turn of Mind, which ! have endea- 
voured to cultivate in myſelf thefe many Years, 
I cannot anſwer to what Extravagance I might 
be diſturbed, conſidering the natural Violence of 
my Paſſions, and that ſanguine melancholic Dif- 
poſition that was born with me. One might 
imagine that the lucky Complexion I have cons 
trived to give to my Thoughts, Paſſions and Af— 
A3 fections, 
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fections, was owing. ta a Preſentiment, that at 
ſome Time or other of my Life 1 ſhould need a 
fu fßcient Pilot or Guido, to conduct me ſafe thro 
ſome unfoteſeen Storm of Labyrinth : Bur eve- 
Y Mar of common Senſe and Knowledge of 


Life, has naturally ſuch a Preſentiment: In ſo 
much, that it amazes me, to find ſo few apply 
their Thoughts: to. the Study of moral Philoſo- 
phy ; when any other Art or Science, a Man 
may live and die, without having an Opportuni- | 


85 


or Neceſſity of practiſing; but this ev 
Jay may afford him Re OfcaGon of —_— 
fing; and he muſt be a very lucky Perſon, or 
die very young, if he is not called upon, ſome 
Time or other of his Life, for the full Exertion 
of it, It is a Science which requires no Maſter ; 
for every Man may teach it to himſelf, that 
will, be ad tRe Pais; without Wtdraftion, of in- 
terfering with any Buſineſs, Study, or eaſure. 
What would a Man give for an Art, which could 
procure him that State, or Circumſtance of Life, 
upon which his wiſhed- for Happineſs is planned ? 
What Art then can come fo near to it, as this, 
which renders our Happineſs of Life independent 
of any State or Circumſtances of it? O Pbilaſo- 
Pbia Dux Vitæ / 

Write to me often, in Aid of my Philoſophy. 
I am ſo overcome with Stupidity, by the dif- 
agreeable Buſineſs of theſe three Days, that I 
cannot ſay any Thing te you at preſent, in the 
Stile or Manner, which an Addreſs of any Kind 
to you, would otherwiſe inſpire me with, How- 
ever, this Alteration in my Mind has not made 
any in my Heart, which is as really yours, in 
Metaphor, as it is my own in Anatomy. 


Henry, 
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LETTER CCXCVII. 


My dear FAN Nx, 


O' J have wrote you a Letter by this Poſt 
already, it does not ſatisfy my Love, tho? 
it fulfils my Duty, and I have ftopp'd here, at 
Carlow, meerly to tell you, that I have got ſo 
far on my Journey, eſcaped from Rain, and am 
drinking with as much Love, Honour, and Af- 
fection, as ever Man had for ſuch Relations, my 
Wife, and Child's Health. God bleſs you both, 
and me too, only as I ſhall deſerve from my Be- 
haviour to each of you: For on theſe Terms 
alone am I capable of Happineſs in this Life, or 
intitled to it in the next, 

Providence has ſhower*d down Bleſſings unme- 
rited on us both, which we ought to look u ; 
as a particular Obligation, ſuperadded to the ge- 
neral one which all Mankind originally lye un- 
der, to be not only virtuous, but religious alſo. 
Let us henceforth endeavour to deſerve thoſe Fa- 
vours which Heaven has already beſtowed upon 
us gratis, that by attempting at leaſt to diſcharge 
that Debt, we may eftabliſt a Fund of it 
for the future. | 

There is not a Creature breathing of whoſe 
Virtue, Religion, or moral Diſpoſition I have a 
better —_— than of your's : Your only Weak- 
nefs is Want of Reſolution upon a few Occa- 
ſions, to put ſome of theſe rare Qualities in Ex- 
ecution. But let this very juſt Reflection begin 
to rouſe you to active Virtue, that this Weakneſs 
of human Nature is the chief Cauſe of all the 
Follies and Vices of Mankind: Few Perſons err 
thro* Ignorance, and no Man is wicked for Want 
of moral Diſpoſitions; *tis Habit only that ren- 
A 4 ders 
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ders us vicious; for, by giving Way to a Faint- 
neſs of Reſolution, this negative Vice runs us, by 
Degrees, into poſitive Guilt, 

There are three Things which I have often 
recommended to you, in general Terms, and 
that I muſt now make it a Point with you to 
obſerve for the future. To riſe early, to read 
more for the Improvement of your Mind, than 
the Entertainment of your Fancy ; and to attend 
regularly all the poſitive Duties of Religion. I 
want to introduce you to the World in the ad- 
vantageous Light your Senſe and Virtue is capa- 
ble of, more my Vanity, or higheſt Pride, need 
not require, | 


Adieu, my fondeft Wiſh, and 4 
moſt rational Defire, 


Henry. 


— 


r rec. 


December 17, 175%, N. S. 

HAT a diſmal Vacuum has my Life been 
ſince my deareſt Harry left me] how 
long do even theſe ſhort Days appear, and oh 
how inſupportably tedious are the Nights! I have 
neither ſlept, nor been awake, ſince I ſaw you: 
A lethargic Heavineſs oppreſſes me all Day, and 
a wakeful Fearfulneſs ſeizes me at Night. I find 
myſelf unhappy, by the joint Recollection of 
your Tenderneſs, when preſent; and the Fear 
of your Indifference, when abſent. You ſeem 
to meet me with Pleaſure, but leave me without 
Regret. *Tis four Days ſince we parted, and I 
have not heard from you, tho' I think the Poſt 
might 
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might have anſwered ſooner. Let thoſe Days,, 
and every one, *till I receive your Letter, be 
number'd among thoſe which have been already 
loſt in this Year's Stile ; they ſhall not be ad- 
mitted into my Calendar, nor reckoned in the 


Diary of my Life. Adieu, 
Your own Heautenti. 


— 
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LETTER ec. 


WISH, my dear Fanny, you would quit that 

plaintive elegiac Strain you accoſt me with, 
every ſecond or third Poſt. You are either ſick, 
angry, or jealous, I obſerve, once a Week. 
Now let me ſupply you with a ſhort Sketch of 
Natural Philoſopby, to obviate the Doubts of your 
laſt Letter. | W 

I fly to your Arms with all the Eagerneſs of a 
Lover, but quit them with the Calmneſs of a 
Friend ; and you are alarmed, only becauſe you: 
have miſtaken Eagerneſs for Love, and Calmneſs 
for Indifference. I rather love you better at. 
parting, as one does all Goods, when they are 
deprived of them. 

I ſhall ſubſcribe myſelf, as I have often done: 
before, and ſhall perſevere to the End, your Lover; 
and your Friend, with this happy Addition ot. 


Your Huſband 4%½, | 
Hen 
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frequently interrupted our Application to, had 
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Dear Faxwy, Maiden-ball, 
OU have not, in any Degree expreſs'd the 
many charming and uſeful Ways I want 
your Preſence, Society, and Aſſiſtance here ; 
However, there are ſome Things which ſupport 
and comfort me under this Separation ; for, as 
Young ſays, l elaborate 
* An artificial Happineſs from Pains,” 
The fond Endearments we paſs to and from, in 


Abſence, ſtrengthen and eftabliſh by Uſe, out 


Love and Friendſhip for each other, 


1 So thinking on thy charming Youth, 
* PII love thee o'er again in Age.“ 


we reflect on each other in a more tender and 


polite: Manner, in Abſence; our Faults are leſs 
obvious, by being placed at a greater Diſtance ; 
no Diſguſt can affect us; nor any fudden Paſhon 
tranſport us; it muſt be Malice priepenſe, to 
offend in a Correſpondence: We are, when ſe- 
parate, improving our Minds, regulating our 
Paſſions, and forming our Manners, with a View 
to our mutual Happineſs; which Caprices, 
Piqusd, and domeſti Cares might have. too 


e lived ſooner together, e are, at preſent, 

it were, ſerving an Apprenticeſhip to Matri- 
any, before we ſet up for ourſelves. | 

have often made Uſe of the fondeſt and moſt 

endearing Expreſſions toward you, and have de- 

clared my Tenderneſs and Eſteem for you, with 

alk the Warmth = 
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Of youthful Poets Fancy, when they love.“ 


and yet, I aſſure you, that I always thought I 
fell ſhort of that Praiſe, which it was in the 
Power of your Merit to deſerve : You wanted, 
indeed, ſome few Things to render you perfect, 
but I always thought, as I do now, that you 
had the Fund within yourſelf ; do but exert that 
natural good Underſtanding, and innate Virtue, 
which Providence has ſo profuſely bleſt you with, 
and you need not become Pupil to the Greek or 
Roman Names: Never let Word or Aion 
eſcape you, even of the moſt minute Conſe- 
quence, without firſt conſulting your beſt Senfe 
about it ; and make Uſe of your Underſtanding 
and Reflection, rather to authoriſe your Words 
and Actions, than to joftify them ; for we have 
all of us ſuch a Partiality te whatever we have 
either ſaid or done, that the' we ſhould. reſolve 
to examine our Conduct, with all the Diſintereſt- 
edneſs of a third Perfon, we ſhall find it hardly 
poſſible to rid ourſelves of Prepoſſeſſion. | 

The Generality of Mankind owe the Ruin of 
their Happineſs or Fortunes to the Indiſeretion 
of imagining many Things too inſtgnificant for 
Confideration ; which, tho? not the Doors, may 
be the Henges, upon which they turn, 


Think nought a Trifle, tho”it ſmall appear, 
© Small Sands the Mountain, Moments make 
© the Year, 
And Trifles Life; your Care to Trifles give, 
Or you may die, before you learn to live.“ 
But 


* Optima cujuſque rei Natura in portionibus ej us 
minimis obſervatur, Plin, Hiſt, Nat. | 
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But you have a better Authority for his in Ec- 
cleftaſlicus; * He that deſpiſerh, ſmall Things, 
© ſhall periſh by little and little. 


4 
; 


Farewel, 
Henry, 


— 


L:'E.T T-E R -CCCII. 


Dear FaxNv, Maiden-ball. « 

S I condoled with you upon the Change m 
A the Weather laſt Poſt, I think it fair to 
congratulate you now, upon its Amendment; for ty 
*tis greatly improved ſince I came Home. m 


I found Nothing done here ſince I went Abroad, Pa 
but a great many Things undone, which I had VC 
left ſafe and well: I am exerting myſelf to make H 
Amends, but am greatly diſtreſſed for Want of D 
Money : There are many and large Demands ſor 
upon me here, and you know how poor I left cit 
Dublin. Pt 

I hope you like the Country, and the People = fu 
where you are, and that you will take the whole- 0% 
ſom. Advantage of your preſent Situation, by ri- in 

+, fing early, and uſing Exerciſe. Do, my deareſt = th 
Fanny, let me meet you healthy, ſprightly and of 
— 6 the firſt Week in May, when my Friend to 
and T ſhall go to Dublin together, upon Buſineſs = Oc 
of his. Read much, reflect more; read and 9 
reflect the Things proper to improve your Mind, pe 
= to regulate your Life. Be all that I wiſh, St 

n Woman — For you can 9 3 

1 l 
Henry. ' 50 
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LETTER CCCIII. 


Dear HARRx, Caſtle-Carbery. | 


Would have wrote to you laſt Poſt, but that 

I fear'd my Letter might poſſibly reach Home 
before you, and by that Means occaſion ſome . 
unlucky Contretemps, from curious Impertinents ; 
but, as I hope you are, by this Time, ſeated in 
your own Chamber, and writmg to your own Fan- 
ny, I venture to addreſs you, from mine. 

After a pleaſant Jaunt in the Stage, for twen- 
ty Miles, with tolerable Company, the Chair 
met, and brought us hither to Dinner, where we 
paſs our Time after a Manner that would pleafe 
you extreamly, but is not yet quite eaſy to me: 
However, I hope that a little Uſe, joined to my 
Deſire of conforming to your Inclinations, will 
ſoon render early Hours, no Suppers, and Exer- + 
ciſe, agreeable to me. I have already made ſome 
Progreſs in Spinning, and when we meet, you will 
find me a more expeditious Houſewife than Pene- 
lope; for I do believe that I could finiſh a Web 
in Something leſs than ten Years. However, tho? 
this may be a conteſted Point, I am quite certain 
of not being found inferior to her, in Conſtancy 
to my dear Huſband, and Affection to our little 
Son. | 

We have very cold Weather here, which you 
perhaps may not be ſenſible of, but in our lofty 
Station we are expoſed to the rudeſt Aſſaults 
of Boreas, for we are raiſed to ſuch a Degree 
of Eminence, that thoſe in the Valley conſider 
the Rooks and us as Inhabitants of another Re- 
gion; While, in Return, we look upon them as 
our Antipodes. It was in this Latitude of At- 


moſphere that Juno ſcreened herſelf from the 
| Attempt 
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Attempt of [xion: If you was here, I know you to « 
would ſay our Situation was almoſt Metaphyſical. riſes 


Your's from the Clouds, Mor 
Ir 15. N Rea 


— — 


LEFT Cel. 


of FE 4 , — 
3 4 4 Lg - 


I Received my dear Fanny's Letter, and am not 
glad to find that you arrived ſafe, and did not 
diſlike your Company on the Road. You ſpeak 

of Exerciſe and early Hours, as a tremendous 
Experiment; but you'll find, in this, and indeed 
in moſt Things, that the reſolving upon it, is 
greater Difficulty than the puttingit into Executi- 
on. When you have praQtiſed for a Week, 
you'll find it become not only eaſy, but pleaſant 
too : ſo that you will look back with Regret, 
not only on the Time, but the Pleaſure alſo, 
which you have ſuffer'd to paſs by unheeded, 
uncnjoyed. Can that Action be deemed difficult, 
which has Health, Pleaſure, Senſe and Virtue to 
recommend it ? 

What makes me more particularly in Love 
with carly Hours, is that to them I owe what- 
ever Knowledge, Reflection, Morality, Philo- 
ſophy, Religion, Health or Fortune, I pofleſs 
at preſent ; and tho' I can boaſt but very ſmall 
Portions of theſe Advantages, yet the little I en- 
joy, may well appear extraordinary, in a Man, 
who neither had Education, or Patrimony. 
Aurora was my Minerva, my only Mentor, Ear- 
. ly Hours not only afforded me Leifure to Read 
and Think, but inſpired me alſo to do both; 


tor what "Tine, or what Spirit can a Perſon have 
to e 


« 1 PR 
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to exert himſelf, either in Study or Buſineſs, who 
riſes not ' till Mid-day ? A former Letter of mine 
to you, dated at Four o'Clock, in a Summer's 
Morning, and. ſome others, written ſome. Time 
ſince, upon this Subject, are well worth frequent 
Reading and Reflection; * for indeed, there is 


Something more in this Matter, than is too ge- 


nerally imagined : For furely, if People knew, or 
conſidered how many ſeveral Ways early Hours 


may be ſerviceable to them, the Practice would 


not require one Moment's Heſitation. 


Your”s, 
Diluculus. 


» PX F WW WE < I a * Fn — 


LETTER CCCV. 


Have but juſt Time to acknowledge the Re- 


4 | ceipt of my dear Harry's ſenſible Letter, to 
don the Reaſoning of it juſt, and to declare 
' my Concurrence, both in Thought and AQ, 
with his very clever Sentiments. 


I ſpend all the Mornings in ſtudying the Houſ- 


hold Oeconomy of this Family, and find the ſin- 
cCereſt Satisfaction in every little Acquirement of 
domeſtic Knowledge 


, When I reſſect, that it 
may, one Day, oh when | be ſerviceable to you: 
Nor ſhall I think any Thing mean or difficult, 


| below my Obſervation, or above my Capacity, 


that 15 proper for my Sex or Station. 
I paſs my Time very agreeably, becaufe very 
rationally here, and find a vaſt Difference be- 
tween 


Letter XLVII, The three laſt Paragraphs of 
Letter CCTV, and Letter CCVI. 
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tween this Family, and the Generality of my ; Pes 


Town Acquaintance. How charming is Virtue, 
Religion, and Good Senſe ! without them, how 
inſipid or offenſive is Converſation ; how capri- 
cious is Love, and how unſtable is Friendſhip! 


Indeed, my Harry, I will never more attach my 


AﬀeQtons to any Perſon, who wants Principles; 


I will be certain, at leaſt, that they have Inno- 
cence to recommend them, before I ingage my- 


ſelf in any Intimacy. My little honeſt Heart has | 


already ſuffered much, from its Diſappointments ; 


but, 1 confeſs that they were owing to my own | 


Imprudence, for as Rochefoucalt ſays, We chuſe 


* our Friends, rather for the Qualities of the 
© Underſtanding, than thoſe of the Heart.“ But 


this is a Weakneſs that I ſhall no more be guilty 


of; tho? to condemn myfelt ſtill farther, I cannot 
boaſt that any of thoſe Perſons, whom I have 
loved, except my poor dear, departed Friend, * 
had any extraordinary Underſtanding : and! I 
really think that ſhe had a found Heart too; for 
I attribute the latter Part of her Behaviour, to 
a certain Miſtake with Regard to me, and which 
I am extremely concerned that ſhe diee, before 
I was at Liberty to ſet her right about. 

Perhaps, the Indolence of my Temper, which 
imprudently confined my Acquaintance to one 
Set, occaſioned my Attachments to them, as 
that Quota of Affection, which was originally in 
my Nature, muſt neceſſarily diffuſe itſelf into 
whatever Channel was open to receive it. Which 
puts me in Mind of your hugging a Cat, when 

ou were a Child, as you told me in one of your 
etters, by Way of exerciſing that Fondneſs 
and Benevolence of Nature, which certain croſs 


People 
dee Letter XCIV. 1ſt Paragraph. 
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People would not give you an Opportunity of ex- 
erting, upon fitter Objects. 


Adieu, 


Frances, 


LETTER CCCVL 
Dear Fanwy, Rof:. 


Came hither from Wexford Aſſizes to Day, 

and this is my Stage homeward. You fee 
that, tho? I traverſe the Kingdom, amidſt all the 
Hurry and Variety of Life I am engaged in, I 
never forget you, even for a ſingle Poſt. 

I was introduced to Sir A. G. by Mr. C—, 
who received me with great Politeneſs and Affa- 
bility. There is Something remarkably mild and 
chearful in his Manners; and his whole Cha- 
racter is amiable for Humanity, and Love to his 
Country. I have known Men of brighter Parts, 


and more diſtinguiſhed Abilities, but never met 


with any one, my own Arthur * excepted, who 
in ſo ſhort an Acquaintance, ingaged my Aﬀec- 
tions. They both ſeem to be Perſons of that 
excellent and uncommon Character, who have 
ſo confirmed a worthy Nature, by Habit, that it 
paſſes unnoticed by common Obſervers, becauſe 
it is never ſeen to exert itſelf, by Philoſophic 
Struggles; and Uſe has rendered it alſo, ſo fa- 
miliar to themſelves, that they become inſen- 
ſible to their own Merit; for I remember our 
Friend Arthur ſeem'd to look upon me as a Flat- 
terer, when I firſt told him, from CharaQeriſtic 

Obſervation, 


* Arthur Newburgh, Eſq; 


14 LETTERS between 


Obſervation, that he was an extraordinary 
Perſon. 

Rare Qualities, like curious Medals, may be 
eſteem'd at an high Price, by certain Virtuoſi; 
but uſeful ones, like trading Coin, bear the bet- 
ter Stamp of Currency. High Merits, or extra- 
ordinary Virtues, which gild only ſome particu- 
lar AQtions, without illuſtrating the Tenor of our 
Lives, ſerve rather to obſcure our general Cha- 
ra cter, and may be compared, 


To Snow upon the Raven's Back, 
Or a rich Jewel in an Ætbiop's Ear.“ 


Adieu my Hope, and my Poſſ-fſion, my moſt 
flattering Hope, and my moſt certain Poſſeſſion. 


LETTER. CCCVIL 


1 Hope my dear Wanderer has by this Time 
arrived ſafe at Home, and has read a little 
Hundred of my Letters, that I have directed at 
him, tho' I knew could not receive any An- 
ſwer ; but th re is a certain chaſte Pleature in 
performing a Duty to one's Friend, while they 
remain ignorant of the Obligation; and I am 
much pleaſed with the fond Folly of a Lover, 
who, on the Point of being ſhipwreck'd, wrote a 
tender Billet to his Miſtreſs, tho' he expected 
the next Wave would ſwallow up both himſelf 
and the Letter. 

I am much obliged to you for writing ſo con- 
ſtantly to me, more particularly at this Time, 
when L want your Kindneſs to counterbalance 
the Ill-Nature and Ingratitude of others. I am 
well pleaſed that you have been introduced to 

Sir 
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Sir A. G. He has a general good Character, and 


from the handſome Manner you ſpeak of him in, 
am certain he deſerves it. hat an uncom- 


mon Gift you have, of looking into the very 
Souls of Men, and bringing Virtues and Excel- 
7 lencies to Light, that lye hidden from the ordi- 


nary Obſervation of the World, nay, even from 
themſelves; and by your Praiſe, rewarding 


5 them, like Heaven, for unconſcious Worth ? 


Part of your Character is moſt truly pointed out 


by this Line, 


© To beckon modeſt Merit from the Shade.” 


We may admire a Perſon who has uncommon, 
great, or good Qualities, which we are conſcious 
we are not endowed with; but we are more in- 
clined to Love or Efteem thoſe, who, without 
brighter Parts, or higher Excellencies than our 
own, attract the good Opinion and Affection of 
Mankind ; becauſe we look upon theſe latter as 
a Mirror, which ſhews us what we are capable 
of arriving to, in a juſt and pleaſing Light, 
which makes us become rather emulous, than 
envious of their Fame. For my own Part, I am 
certain, that it the Counteſs of C y, and 
Lady O „had been equal in their Friend- 
ſhip and Intimacy toward me, I ſhould have al- 
ways loved Lady O beſt ; from my being 
certain that I could never be as beautiful as the 
firſt, and a fond Hope that I might, ſome Time 
or other, become as good and amiable as the 
latter, 

I agree with you, that uniform and habitual 
Senſe and Goodneſs are infinitely preferable to 
the moſt ſhining Qualities or Virtues, which do 
not influence the whole Scope of our Lives and 
Conduct; but ſtill I am an Advocate for the 
Failings of thoſe, who have great and uncom- 

mon 
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mon Excellencies : PerfeQion is not the Lot df Min t 
Man, any more than Happineſs; and upon ſuch WW Pre! 


extraordinary Occaſions, I am apt to attribute the imn 
Good to the Excellence of the Character, and * 


the Bad to the Weakneſs of human Nature. 
When I obſerve the Vanity and Inſincerity of 
Cicero, and read of the Foibles and Meanneſs of 
Bacon, I really feel myſelf affected with the moſt 
tender Concern you can imagine. Melmotb ſays, 
ſpeaking of the firſt Character, Perhaps, there 
is ſome in the natural Mechaniſm of a human 
© Frame, neceſſary to conſtitute a fine Genius, 
© that is not altogether favourable to the Excel- 
© lencies of the Heart. It is certain, at leaſt, © 
© and let it abate our Envy of uncommon Parts, 
that great Superiority of intellectual Qualifica- * 
tions, has not often been found in Conjun&ion |” 
© with the much nobler Advantages of a moral 
Kind.“ 


he 
® thel 
Indi 


Farewel, 


Frances. 


LETT HR CCCVIE. 


MI deareſt Comſort, not deareſt bought, but 
| deareſt valued, your laſt Letter pleaſed me, 
in a particular Manner, as all yours do in gene- 
ral, that enter upon Subjects. 

Extraordinary Qualities, like rare Comets, 
ſtrike us with a certain Admiration, from the Un- 
commoneſs of their Appearance; but ordinary, 
and conſequently more uſeful Virtues, like the 
Sun and Moon, ingage our Affections more par- 
ticularly, from their conſtant and daily Influence 
vpon human Life, The firſt are certainly, with- 

| | in 


FA 
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t of in the Rules. of Order, tho? not yet within the 
uch Preſcription of Science; but the latter have more 
the immediate and viſible Effects, which each Day 
and and Seaſon have an uniform Dependance upon. 

Uncommon Virtues may be like great Wits, 


ure. 
; of Fwho ſometimes gloriouſly offend ;* but then 
; of theſe Faults are not implied in Genius, but meer 


noſt Indulgencies, poorly begg'd by it. Perſons of the 
ays, moſt exalted Merits and Virtues, have been too 
1ere often guilty of great Vices, and Irregularities ; 
nan but ſurely, theſe are no farther a Mark of the for- 
ius, mer, than as they are a Stain upon them; and 
cel- Ie think that a Perſon makes but a ſneaking Fi- 
aſt, gure, who claims Indulgencies on Account of 


rts, thoſe Excellencies, which ought to have preclu- 
ca- qed ſuch an Apology. This is turning the Anti- 
ion © gote to a Poiſon, 
ral © 

Henry. 
. HIATUS. 
_ [ L 4 TTEM : CEOLEE. 

7 NM. dear Harry may be perſeQly aſſured that 
ut i I never did, nor will breathe the ſlighteſt 
ee, Find of any Thing that he deſires may be kept a 
— 5 Secret; for my chief Ambition is, to be conſi- 

dered as his firſt Friend and ſole Confident. I 
„„ on I think, with the greateſt Pleaſure, that 
: 1 Þ while your loving me as a young Woman, my 
, * Mind is from your Converſe, gaining Strength, 


= x and forming itſelf by your Example, in ſuch a 
Manner, as will I hope, render me worthy of your 
Eſteem, at that ra of Life, when Tenderneſs 


"4 f and Complacency alone, unmixed with — 
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ſhall remind you of my Sex. Thoſe are the 2 2 1 
in which, contrary to the general Notion of Wo- 
men, I look forward for the moſt real Happineſs. 
I anticipate a future Time, when the dear Ob- 
ject of our preſent Care, ſhall more than repay 
us for the Anxiety which muſt attend his infant 
Years, by performing ſome noble, generous Act, 
when I ſhall look with Tranſport on the Son, and 
bleſs the Father's Virtue. | 1 
I find myſelf warming into a Kind of Rapfody, * 
but were it not for Sentiments like theſe, T ſhou 
not be able to ſupport your Abſence: Indeed it is 
not a common Huſband I lament, nor is my Sor- 
row for our Separation of the common Kind. 
But to the Almighty, and your Will, I ſhall en- 
deavour to become reſigned. 4 
Notwithſtanding the frequent Occaſions I have 
had of admiring that happy Elegance of Expreſ- | 
ſion, with which you ſay the kindeſt Things, 1 
ſtill find myſelf, not only charmed, but ſurprized, 
at every new Proof ot what I was certain of be- diſt 
fore; and ſure there never was any Thing more 
polite or kinder than thoſe Reaſons that you urge, i 
for the additional Fxpence of my being taught to 
draw, Ac. Let the Great and Rich, who have ti 
it in their Power to confer Favours, come and Ou 
learn from you the generous Art of making them hi 
truly ſuch, Ii 


Adieu | 


My every Thing, 


Frances. © pca 
this 

L E T- hal 
q 


We i 


Henry and Frances. 
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9 LETTER CCCX. 


reſs 
Ob- 
pay 2 
fant Dear Fanwy, 
Act, 
and I AM juft returned from the Farm, and amu- 
1 ſed myſelf on the Road, with framing a Pa- 
1 rallel, or Compariſon, after the Manner of Plu- 
Duld tarcb, between Arthur's Cahracter and mine. I 
it is ſhall here ſet down my Reflections, upon this 
Sor- Subject; in which, if I ſay any Thing, on my 
ind. own Part, which may ſavour of Vanity, you are 
en- to obſerve that there is No- body by but you and 
me, that I ſpeak rather from your Opinion of 
ave | me than my own, and you are alſo to atrend 
bre. to this Maxim of Fontenelle, 
„ I 4 Il eſt bon de ſe faire Ae bo 
zed, | You know that univerſal Benevolence is our 
be- diſtinguiſhing Characteriſtic; but from what 1 
nore = taken Notice of in him, and-contemplated 
rge, mi myfelf, I think that his Virtue is Natural, 
ut to mine Philsſophic. What leads me into this Diſ- 
ave in Sion is, that he never was ſenſible of this 
and Quality in himſelf, 'till I firſt obſerved upon it to 
nem him; but as ] have, a great While, been conſei- 
ous of this Turn of Mind in my own Breaſt, I 
1 fuſpect that the Labour, with which I was obli- 
ged to improve an uncouth Nature, might have 
# impreſſed the Senſe of it more ſtrongly on my Idea 
th or, might not the little Attention, which I have 
Wat my Life remarked in the Generality of Man- 
1 Ln, toward that great moral Affection, have 
| occafioned this Virtue in my own Nature, to ap- 
65. MF pcar more emphatically to my Notice? But, as 
® this Obſervation muſt have been equal in him, I 
T 


bal proceed upon my firſt Diſtinction. 


Then, 


20 LETTERS between 


Then his Virtue muſt be allowed to have more 
Excellence, but mine more Merit: His is the Jew- 
el, mine the Paſte ; both of which have equal 
Beauty, in Appearance, but tho? the firſt is moſt 
precious, the latter has this Advantage, that bro- 
ken, it may be made whole again, which the 
former is incapable of ; for to explain the Allego- 
ry, *tis obſerved that the Temper which is made 
by Philoſophy, is more ſteady, and recovers its 
Spring better, than that which is the pure Gift 
of Nature. 

»Tis certain that Excellencies, founded in the 
natural Conſtitution, are more rare and eſtimable ; 
but Virtues that can ſtand the Loſs of Health, 
the Diſappointments of Fortune, and the 'Temp- 
tations of the World, muſt be ſecured by Senſe, 
Philoſophy, and Religion. 

However, to return to my Compariſon ; our 
Virtues appear to be ſo far alike in this, that Na- 
ture, thro' Habit, has formed his Principle, while 
Philoſophy, by the ſame Habit, has improved my 
Nature : And I flatter myſelf farther, that our 
mutual Affection proves by Sympathy, our Na- 
tures ſimilar; for meer Art is jealous of Emula- 
tion, and conſtantly at War with Rivals. 

But in Truth, Nature alone, unaſſiſted by 
Principle, or any Principle which has no Founda- 
tion in our Nature, can neither of them, for any 
Length of Time, ſupport that Tenor in a Per- 
ſon's Conduct, which properly frames what is 
ſtiled a Character. 

Here now, if you was a Scholar, I could give 

ou a Quotation applicable, from Horace: which 
wever, I ſhall venture to ſend you for the 
Explanation of fome of your learned Acquain- 


tance, 
Ego 7 
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— Ego, nec Studium, fine divite Vena, 
Nec rude quid proſit video ingenium, alte- 


rius ſic 
Altera poſcit opem res, & conjurat Amice, 
Adieu | 
Henry. 


LETTER CCCXL. 


My dear FAN Nx, | Monday. 
O U know that I promiſed you to be in 
Town, by the latter End of this Week; 
but this Day Mr. V. determined not to go, fo L 
have now neither Buſineſs or Pretence, to carry 
me thither. I am very certain, that any other 
Woman would fall into a Pout at this Diſappoint- 
ment, would be affronted, ſay I trifled with her, 
and that I was glad of any Excuſe for ſtaying 
away, &c. But becauſe you are a good Girl now, 
ſubmit with Prudence and Reſignation to the irk- 
ſome Exigences of Affairs, can be ſorry, without 
being angry, and bear Diſappointments without 
— — (I hope lam telling Truth, all this 
hile) I ſhall be in Dublin by Friday Night's 
Stage, without any other Buſineſs, but that of 
my Life, Love, tho' I can afford to ſtay with 
you but one Week only. 


Henry. 


Voi. III. B L E * 
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LETTER CCCXIL 


Dear FAN Nx, Wedneſday. 
Still hold my Reſolution, (or rather Purpoſe, 
for Reſalution loſes it Name, where Inclina- 
tion leads,) of being in Dublin on Friday Even- 
ing, and have ſent to Ki/lkenny, to take a Place 
accordingly. But, my Servant is juſt returned, 
and brings me Word, that the Stage is already 

full. 

This was certainly a provoking Diſappointment 


to me at firſt Thought; but, upon Recollecti- 


on, I am well enough pleaſed at it, for the fol- 


lowing Reaſons. You are but a young Philoſo- 1 


pher, and frequent Occaſions of exerciſing your 
Temper, are requiſite to prevent your dwindling 
in o meer Woman again, I am mylelf, an old 
St ic, *tis true, but the Mind relaxcs as well as 
the Body, for Want of Exerciſe, and Ule is as 
neceſlary to maintain virtuous Habits, as to ac- 
qu:re them. 

Now if I do not meet Mortifications and Diſ- 
appointments, when I am from you, what can I 


1 n r 1 1 zz 


find to exerciſe my Philoſophy, while I am with 


ou? ' herefore, ſince the Stage has failed our 
ae as what Stage of Life does not! 
(you may ſee I am at my Wit's End, by this 


Punning, and” labouring under Affliction by 


the Dulneſs of my Moral) I muſt cut your Hopes 4 
ſhort, by letting you know, that I ſhall mount 
my Horte, and dine With you two Hours after 


you receive this Letter. 
Your”s, 


. Fonathan Humbug. 


i 
, L 
tt 
* 
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LETTER CCCXII. 


HAVE but juſt Time to tell my dear Fanny, that 
I am till —— but rejoice in any Solitude 
except what ſhe occaſions. I have looked up at 
Oliver Cromwells Picture, and do now forgive 
him all his Vices, for having, as 'tis ſaid, 
eſtabliſhed the Poſts throughout theſe King- 
doms. To. 


© Converſe familiar with the illuſtrious Dead. 


is certainly a charming Tmployment of Time; 
but what Enjoyment of Life can we have, with- 
out a living Converſe ? And when thoſe we love 
are abſent from us, how agreeably does the Com- 


munication of a Correſpondence, ſ:tpply that 
Loſs ? 


Adieu, my only Correſpondent. 
Henry 


LETTER 


Dear Harry, | 

NOT only forgive the Vices of Cromwell, but 

bleſs his Memory, for affording me the charm- 
ing Means of converſing thus witk you, Fits- 
Oſborne ſpeaks very prettily upon this Subj. &, in 
one of his Letters to Cleora ; but, Es } Noitving 
that he, or even you can write, wl ever make 
me Amends, for the Loſs of that nearcr, and 


more intimate Converſe, where our Eyes and 


Looks reply to each other's Queſtions, and catch 
their Meaning before half expreſſed. Some 
Years ago, you thought as I do now. 

B 2 - I find 
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I find that my Regret at your Abſence, in- 
creaſes daily, and I fee! myſelf more miſerable 
from our laſt Separation, than ever I did before, 
from the ſame Cauſe ; ſo that neither Uſe, Time 
nor Neceſſity, produce their ordinary Effects up- 
on me, in this Particular. However, I am well 
aware, that * ſhort Abſences urge ſweet Ra turn,“ 
between thoſe who truly love; but, 1 fear that 
the Frequency of them, may, at length, abate 
the tender Senſations they at firſt occaſioned in 
you, whoſe ſteady Philoſophy is for ever on it's 
Guard, againſt any Thing which looks like Weak- 
neſs. But enough of this Subject; for my Re- 
pinings will not, alas ! cannot remedy it. 


Adieu, 


Frances. 


LET TER .CCCXV. 


OU wrong me much, by ſaying that my 
Philoſophy is on it's Guard againſt every 
Tenderneſs; no Man indulges himſelf more in 
fond Affections, than I have always done. I did 
ſo at firſt, from Inclination, b cauſe I found it 
pleaſant; and next, from Principle, becauſe I 
thought it virtuous ; Whenever I have ſeem'd to 
want that Terderneſs, it was owing, either to 
my Apprehenſion that the Appearance of it, or 
the indulging it too far, might in ſome Sort in- 
jure ſome more 1:tereſting Conc rn ; or that 
perhaps, I might have thought the Perſon at that 
Time, not the proper Object of Tenderneſs. 
And while there arc various Paſſions in the hu- 
man Bicaſt, each will be excited in it's Turn, 
according 


9 by no Means, naturally fall ſnort of, and this 
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according as varying Occaſions ſhall call them 


forth. ; 

Fear not that frequent Abſence may at length 
create Indifference ; for preſent, or abſent, no 
Perſon, Thing or Circumſtance, can ever make 
me love you leſs, or even ceaſe to love you bet- 
ter, if poſſible, except yourſelf, Let but your 
Cleverneſs, and ſure *tis worth exerting, be but 
equal to my Love and Conſtancy, which it does 


World cannot produce a more happy Pair. 
Adieu = 
| . 


5 — 


LETTER CCCXVL 


Have often had Reaſon to complain of your 
provoking philoſophic Calmneſs, but I think, 
never more than now. When I tell you how 
tenderly and ſincerely I lament your Abſence, 
you anſwer me with ſaying, that if I was to exert 
ſome Degree of Cleverneſs, we ſhould be the 
happieſt Pair in the World. Now pray; Mr. 
Stoic, what Kind of Cleverneſs is it, that will 
tranſport me to Maiden-hall, or bring you back to 
Dublin ? For I have never known, nor do I de- 
fire to know Happineſs, thro' any other Medium, 

than my deareſt Harry's Preſence. You mey ſa 
perhaps, that this ſame Cleverne/s you talk ſo 
much of, ſhould render me ealy in a State of 
Separation ; but if you think ſo, I poſitively af- 
firm that you are wholly :/literate, and are only a 
Philoſopher for the Stars, I will appeal to any 
Man but an Aſtronomer, if your ſpeaking in this 
very compoſed Strain, is not an high Affront to 
B 3 me; 


. 
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me; and whether the being ſeparated from the 
only Perſon we love in this World, is compati- 
able with Happineſs, or even with Eaſe. 


- © But if the Pangs of Abſence you had known, 
* You'd feel my real Anguiſh by your own.” 


Even when you are with me, I do not enjoy 
the Happineſs I ought from my frequent Thoughts 
upon the melancholic Subject of our Parting. I 
have often confeſſed this Weakneſs to you, but 
now remind you of it, in order to account for 
what has, and may ſometimes again, appear unac- 
countable in my Manner : I know you have often 
been ſurprized at my growing ſudderly grave, 
when I have been juſt before, in the higheſt Flow 
of Spirits; my Countenance has been o'ercaſt, 
and my Eyes filled with Tears; I have been a- 
ſhamed to aſſign the Cauſe, or perhaps you have 
not aſked it ; but attributed the Change to the 
Caprice of my Temper, or to that ſame Want of 
Cleverneſs, which you inculcate ſo frequently. In 
ſhort, you are not yet acquainted with my Heart, 
nor is iti poſſible for you to conceive the romantic 
Tenderneſs of my weak Nature. You are a 


great big, ſtrong Man, and your Mind is pro- } 


portioned to your Body; while mine, by the 
ſame Rule, ſympathizes with the Slightneſs and 
Diminutiveneſs of my Frame. So pray, Mr. 
Giant, talk no more to Mrs. Emmet, of exerting 
Strength of Mind, unleſs you can teach her, at 


the ſame Time, by taking Thought, to add a 


© Cubit to her Stature. 


Adieu, my dear Stoick, you'll excuſe bad Spel- : 


ling in a Woman. 


Frances. © 
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LET. T ER CCCAVI. 


RECEIVED my dear Harry's Mandate this 

Morning, and need J tell you now willingly I 
obey ? I ran to Mrs. C-- , to ſhew your Let- 
ter; ſhe immediately accepted of your Invitation, 
and will accompany me To-morrow. She drank 
Tea with me this Evening, and ſays ſhe had pack'd 
up all her "Things before Dinner, while I think I 


am farther from being ready, than I was when I 


received your Letter; for I can ſo little compoſe 
the Tranſport of my Spirits, at the Thoughts of 
my approaching Happineſs, that I have done No- 
thing, but pack and unpack, miſtake my Keys, 
and confuſe my Wardrobe, ever ſince; ſo that Iam 
afraid I ſhall carry but a very heterogeneous Dreſs 
along with me: But I inſiſt upon your Promiſe, 
that_we ſhall ſee no Manner of Company at your 
Houſe. 

I accept of this Invitation, as the higheſt Com- 
pliment you could pay me, by preferring my 
Company to your too much beloved, tho' well em- 
ploy'd Solitude; and like Adam, before the Creati- 
on of Eve, found yourſelf but half bleſſed in Para- 
diſe. But Heaven forbid, that our Society ſhould 
be attended with Conſequences like their's, or that 
the Serpent ſhould, in any Shape, have Power to 


deſtroy our Happineſs, tho? it may, perhaps, oc- 


caſion as much Envy in certain Evil Spirits, as 
that of our firſt Parents; but this I am ſecure of, 
that no vain Deſire of Wandering from thy Pre- 
ſence, my Scene of Bliſs, ſhall ever make us 
wretched, 
Till I have the Happineſs of being reſtored to 
that, Adieu, my deareſt Harry. 
Frances. 


B 4 L E T- 
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LETTER CCCXVII. 


Dear Faxxv, | Kilkenny, Y 
UR Aſſizes paſs'd off more quietly than 1 


expected. We have had no Strife, but 


Waile my happy Privileges exempt me from; 


for being a Perſon of no Manner of Conſequence, 
I can avoid Drinking, without being called to 
Account for it. | 

The Female Sampſon is here, and I called in 
this Night to fee her. There is Nothing but 
Slight in her Performances, tho” they have really 
the Appearance of Herculean Strength. L can't 


avoid offering a Paradox here, by ſaying, that if 
they were leſs Surprizing, they would be more 


Extraordinary ; for there have been many Inſtan- 
ces of Perſons who have exceeded the ordinary 
Powers of Man ; ſome one Way, ſome another ; 
and while their Actions preferve the Bounds of 
Credibility, they conſtituted what is*properly ſti- 
led a Wonder; but when once they exceed all 
natural Poſſibility, they fall into the Claſs of 
Miracles; and our Faith failing us, the whole 
Excellence is juſtly attributed to Deception, Chi- 
canery, or Art, 
Adieu, 


Henry. 


LETTER CCCXIX. 


Dear Fanny, Leighlin-Bridge. 
WAS tired of Town, and yet left it withRegret : 

I long'd to get Home, and yet do not think 
with ſo much Pleaſure of ſeeing Maiden-ball, as 
I imagined I ſhould, The Inconſiſtencies of hu- 


man Nature ! 
I find 


r CERES 


7 fect State of the 
five, and Women at forty five; at which Periods, 
he aſſerts the Declenſion of their Native Vigour _ 
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I"find that we have made a great Miſ-calcula- 
tion, with Regard to the Difference of Age re- 
quiſite between Man and Wife: You affirmed 


XZ {hat the Huſband ſhould be at leaſt ten Years 


older; and as I always placed an implicit Faith 
in your Aphoriſms, without ever enquiring into 
the Philoſophy of the Matter, I quietly acquieſ- 
ced in the Ratio between us; but I have, un- 
luckily met with a Treatiſe here, To-day, which 
ſhews me the Error of your Computation, It is 


ſtiled OFconomia Nature, the Author R. Ruſſel, 
M. D. F. R. 8. 


In his ſixth — ſpeaking of the moſt per- 
xes, he fixes Men at thir 


to begin: Therefore, to preſerve this Rule of 
Proportion exaQly, I muſt keep myſelf at a 
Stand, from the Date of this Letter, till we are 
able to meet again, upon more equal Terms; 
which, in the ordinary Courſe of Nature, muſt 
be about twenty Years hence : But proper Re- 
gimen may bring that Period to paſs within a 
much ſhorter Time ; late Hours, at Night and 
Morning, taking Advice oftner than Phyſick, ap- 
prebending yourſelf Ill, when alone, and miſ-ap. 
prebending yourſelf Wel!, when in Company, 
Indolence and InaQtivity, fretting at the Aukward- 
neſs and Careleſſneſs of Servants, &c. will enable 
us, in a much ſhorter Time, to re-enter the 
Liſts, upon Cæteris paribus Terms. 

This Fancy has brought a certain arithmeti- 
cal Quibble to my Mind, that I have ſomewhere 
met with, which propoſes that a Man on the 
Day of Marriage, ſhall be thrice as old as his 
Wife, but at the End of a certain given Num- 
ber of Years, he ſhall be but twice her Age. 


B 5 Now 
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Now I ſuppoſe, upon this Diminution of Rat io's, 
that they might come to an Equality at laſt. * 
Adieu my deareſt Fanny, thou beſt loved Miſ- 
treſs, and moſt eſteemed Wife; thou only Ob- 
ject, which when preſent, * increaſed Appetite 
© by what it fed on,” and in Abſence, created 
Deſire of Fruition, as if not enjoyed. But leſt, 
theſe quaint Expreſſions ſhould incline you to 
ſuſpect, that I rather play the Poet, than expreſs 
the Lover, I ſhall, in plainer Terms, affure 
you, that my Heart dictates more fondly than 
my Fancy can indite; and that never Woman 
was more tenderly beloved, or more ſincerety eſ- 
teemed, than you have ever been, by one* who 
comprehends the fondeſt 'Titles of Lover and of 
Friend, in the more facred Character of an 


Affeclionate Huſband. 


LETTER CCCXX. 


My deareſt Fanxy, Dublin, 
ORAL Philoſophers ſay, that a Man 
ſhould, every Night, recolle& after what 


ſelf to Account for any Part of it miſpent, in 
order to amend his Life, for the future. There 
is ſomewhat like this Self-Examination, in the 
conſtant Method I obſerve when I am _ 

rom 


This Problem may be explained by the follow- 
ing Algebraic Equation, Wife = 15. Huſband =45. 
45 =15X3, 15 + 15 = 30. 45»15 = 60,60 


= 30X2, 


Manner he had ſpent the Day, ſo as to call him- | 


* 
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from you, in rendering you a Diary every Poſt, 
after what Manner, and in what Company, I 
paſs my Exile, 
This Morning I walked out to Bradley's Villa, 
or Villakin, as Swift more aptly terms ſuch 
Suburbian Receſſes, and I was ſurprized to fee 
ſuch a String. of Houſes as have been built along 
the Road, ſince I paſſed laſt that Way. Honeſt 
Abraham, after his plain, hoſpitable Manner, 


I * cry'd, Friend Henry, you are welcome to the 
= © Country; to which I replied, © Friend 


> © Abraham, thou art welcome to the Town;? 
= for in Reality, the City, has communicated itſelf 
to the Country, by a Chain, like Electricity; “ 
> ſothatI am at a Loſs, whether one may ſtile 


this Retreat a Rus in Urbe, or an Urbs in Rure. 


The antient Mythologiſts have framed a Fa- 


ble, that Afrea had forſaken the City, and print- 
ed her laſt Footſteps in the Country ; upon 


which Hint, I ſuppoſe that the Poets have ſtiled 
Liberty the Mountain Nymph. One might 
1magine that our Citizens were in Purſuit of theſe 
Goddeſſes, who are cloſe Confederates ; for in 
a ſhort Time, I dare ſay, they will have extend- 
ded their Line as far as the Wicklow Mountains : 
And, as the propheſied Time of the Gathering in 
of Nations, is not far off, this Period ſeems to 
be already begun, by the connecting of Counties 
together, 

But this Extravagance methinks, ſhould be 
reſtrained by the Legiſlature, upon this politi- 


cal 


® Suppoſe a Chain of Men in Contact, for an Hun- 
dred Miles; if the firſt Perſon be eleQrified, the laſt 
one ſhall receive the Shock, at the ſame Inftant ; or, 
if there was a Cord extended ſo far, held by a Man 
at each End, the ſame Effect would follow. 
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cal Hint from Hiſtory, That when a Deniſon of 
Rome, became a Citizen of the World, that Em- X 
pire grew unwieldy, Ruit Mole ſua, and was ſoon © 
after overwhelmed, like the Tower of Babel, by * 
the Confuſion of Tongues. At leaſt, this is the 
Moral that Sheridan would extra from this 
Portion of Hiſtory ; as he makes the Preciſion of 
Language the chief Bulwark of a State. How- ® 
ever, I have a good Opinion of his 'Treatiſe on 
Britiſh Education, tho* I have been tempted to 
make a ludicrous Alluſion to it, upon this Occa- 
ſion. | 8 
Friend Abrabam ſeemed, in his Manners, to 
partake of this Concatenation of Situation; for he 
received me with all the Hoſpitality of a Country x 
Squire, but left me at Liberty, with Regard to 
Wine, as Citizens generally do. There is no 
Nation in the World, that is ſo remarkably guilty 
of the unnatural Abſurdity of preſſing to drink, 
as this Kingdom; for which Reaſon, I think that 
we may ſtile this miſtaken Piece of Hoſpitality an 
Iriſh Blunder. The moſt unpardonable Kind of 
Rape is, that which is committed upon the Un- 
derſtanding; becauſe it is a Vice to which the | 
Raviſher can have no Manner of Temptation, 
and from which the injured Perſon can poſſibly 
receive neither Advantage or Pleaſure, | 
It is fabled that ſome of the Scoundrels of the 
Pantheon had violated a Maid; upon which the 
Victim prayed to be transformed into ſuch 
a Creature as might render her Misfortune no | 
Sort of Diſgrace to her; and on this Sollicitation, 
ſhe had the SatisfaQion to find her Sex immedi- 
ately aſſume the Maſculine Gender. I think that 
the ſame Poetical Juſtice ſnould metamorphoſe a 
Drunken Perſon into an Hog. 


Farewel, 


©— 


* 


9 Id” © ww ©) 2A 4 


my, 2 wen, me fy — 


2a .,.  D 


N 
P 
b 
ti 


Henry. 
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HIATUS. 
LETTER CCCXXI. 


Dear FANNx, ; 
OU complain that you are deprived of the 
Middle Poſt, by the Aukwardneſs of my 
Situation, and immediately you ſee, I have over- 
come that Difficulty, by your receiving this on 
Wedneſday ; but do you know how I contrive it ? 
Even by carrying this Letter myſelf, to Kilcullen- 
Bridge. You know my old Way, always to give 
Warning. The Picquet Friend diſmiſſed, &c.? 
and I ſhall dine with you in about three hours, 


to after you receive this. 
no The Account of your Illneſs, joined to my charm- 
ilty & ing Dream, or Viſion, I don't know which to 
nk, call it, have rendered me ſo impatient to ſee you, 
that that 1 am reſolved to hazard the Coute qui Coute 
an for that Pleaſure. I ſhall ſteal to you Incog, and 
_ of keep cloſe Quarters, till I have ſettled my Af- 
In- fairs. If I am to be in Confinement, I chuſe to 
the make you my Goaler. | 
on, | My Reaſons for thus adviſing you beforehand, 
bly are, that I was afraid the Surprize of ſeeing me 

ſo unexpectedly, and not knowing upon what 
the Terms I came up to Dublin, might have too ſud- 
the den an Effect upon you, in your preſent Situati- 
uch on. I thought alſo, that if you ſhould receive 
no this Letter, an Hour or two before I arrive, you 
on, would have that Hour or two's Pleaſure of Ex- 
edt- peQation, Laſtly, I was afraid vou might have 
hat been gone to dine abroad, and tho? No-body loves 
e a to be alone better than I, yet I chuſe rather to be 

alone with you. Adieu, 
Your fond and faithful Huſband, 

V. | enry, 


F. LE T. 


K 
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LETTER CCCXAIL 


Days, to wait *till my Peaches and NeQarines 
ſhould grow ripe : But leſt I ſhould detain him 
*till next Summer, for that Purpoſe, I have at 
length diſpatched him with the moſt forward 
Fruit I could collect from my Walls. I.defire 
that you will not judge them of a bad Kind, 


from their preſent Flavour, for there is a certain 


Criſis in all Things, as well as Virtue, 
Quos ultra, citraque, nequit conſiſtere rectum. 


And Fruits, both Natural and Metaphorical ; that 
ripen before their Time, are obſerved ſtill to re- 
tain the Rawneſs of Prematurity, or protracted 
beyond their Date, betray the Vapidaeſs of a 
latter Seaſon. You know the CharaQeriſtic of 
a Page's Wit, pert at fourteen, and dull at forty, 
and with Regard to thoſe, whoſe Intelle&s mature 


but ſlowly, the Expreſſion of a Green Old-Age, 


is a moſt apt Deſcription, 

The Prime of Life is the critical Seaſon, and 
every Thing analogous to it, muſt certainly yield 
the moſt agreeable Flavour. I do not play this 
Jeu FEſprit meerly to exerciſe that Talent, but 
to ſhew you that even Matrimony has not abated 
my Gallantry toward you, ſo far as to prevent me 
from behaving or ſpeaking to you as a Lover; 
and be aſſured that whenever I fail to a& up to 
that gay CharaQter, it is only when my Eſteem for 
your Senſe, chaſtens my Fondneſs for your Perſon, 


My 


54. 
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My Leg is perfectly well now, Thanks to the 


Care of my three Nurſe-tenders, at Old-Court ; 


* 
8 
9 


in Return for which I have ſent Miſs Cave, a Da- 


maſk Table-Cloth, of my own Compoſition in- 


q tirely, from the Sowing to Bleaching ; and to Miſs 
# Reddin, ſome Lawn of the ſame ManufaQture ; 


k 


as a but as for my Ægle, Huic aliud Mercedis crit. I 


five have ſent you two * Scraps of Latin to puzzle your 
= © Vicar.” 


ines 
him 
© 
ard 
ſire 
nd, 


ain 


IT behaved to Will like a Fellow Traveller on 


our Journey, and have not employed him in the 
© leaſt ſervile Office, ſince he came hither, I look 
upon him as your Servant, not mine, and upon 
that Account have treated him as civilly as a Fel- 


never Woman had, at the ſame Time, in the 
> ſame Perſon, ſo fond a Huſband, and ſo gallant a 
Lover; in both of which Characters I ſubſcribe 
> myſelf, my deareſt Life, 


N 


+” 
ky 
£ 


loo Servant, I have a Pleaſure in behaving and 


7 ſpeaking to you, after this Manner, for indeed, 


Your's for Life, 
Henry. 


——-» 


LETTER ecex All. 


Old- Cnurt. 
Received my deareſt Harry's too genteel Let- 
ter. You often diſtreſs me. — After I have 
exerted my utmoſt Powers to repay the Kindneſs 
of your Actions, I find myſelf often remaining 


3 {till a Debtor, for the Politeneſs of your Ex- 


preſſions. 
You ought never to have married. A Friend 
and a Miſtreſs, was the Plan of Life for you. 
Your Sincerity and Gallantry would be * 
ork 
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Work for two Perſons to render Juſtice to, My 
utmoſt Endeavours are too faint, to make ſuitable 


Returns to both ; unleſs, like Heaven, you ac- 
cept a perfect Will, for an imperfe& Deed. 


You may ſay, that the Hint I have given here, 


comes ſomewhat too late, for the preſent ; but 
you ſhould never have had it elſe. However, I 
may die, and I would warn you againſt a ſecond 
Marriage. Indeed my Harry, ſecond Marriages 
are wicked Things; 'tis counteraQting the De- 
ſigns of Providence, for if it had thought proper 
to continue us in a State of Wedlock, it would 
not have diſſolved the Union. 

If you had ſeen me this Morning with Vill, 


ou would have thought me rather his Fellow 5 
8 for I ſat in the Kitchen an Hour after 


ervant ; 


he came in, aſking him Queſtions about dear 


Maiden-b<l!, what Sort of Servants you have there, 
what Kind of Houſe you keep, whether your Un- 


cle or any of the Reſt of your Family, ſeem to 


ſuſpect our Marriage, Sc. &c. 


I have taſted your Fruit, and thought the Fla- | E 
perhaps it was like Eve, be- 
Oh my deareſt Adam, 


vour moſt delicious : 
cauſe it was forbidden. 
how wretched has this accidental Thought ren- 
dered me this Inſtant ! left your Fondneſs for me 


ſhould ever be the Occaſion of your being expelled ' 


from that delightful Eden. The only Comfort I 
have, upon this RefleCtion is, that it was not 
my Fault, but rather owing to my having reſiſt- 
ed ſtronger Temptations, than that unhappy 


Woman yielded to. had 
Your Latin Sentences always vex me. I feel a 4 

Sort of Diſappointment, as if a Line was blot- 2 

ted; or a certain Impatience, ſuch as curious ©* 

People are affected with, upon obſerving a Whiſ- 3 

per in Company; training toliſten, and longing , 

to know what it was about. I pray you, good 5 * 


T. 


A Henry and Frances, 37 

My 43 Mr. Bays, Pen me no more of your Whiſpers, but 

able ſpeak out for the future. 

ac- Adieu my dear Silenus, you may ſee by this 

eed, Hint, that all your Learning is not able to puz- 

ere, zle the Erudition of my worthy Vicar. 
7 Frances, 


ond P. S. Upon looking over this Letter, I find I 
iges have been calling you Names, from Beginning to 
De- Ending. | 

per 

duld — 1 


LETTER CCCAXIV. 


2 
wo 
_ 


2 My dear FAN Nx TV, 
dear A HESE three or four Days journeying have 
8 fatigued me greatly, as I have lain by fo 
long; beſides the Weather has been extremely 
warm. I think I may well paſs for an Hero now, 
according to the claſſical F.xprefſion, patiens pul- 
[ 11 vere, atque ſolis, one who can endure Duſt and 
Heat. 
I was ſtruck, on Tburſday laſt, with un Coup 
de Soleil, which gave me an Head-ach for twelve 
Hours: You know that I had received un Coup 
de Lune before, ſo that I am now a fit Tenant 
either for Bedlam or Parnaſſus. 
And thin Partitions do the Bounds divide. 
The Brain alſo is parted into two Cells, or Prin- 
= cipalities ; the Sinciput we will aſſign te Madneſs, 
as Folly is ever forward; and the Occiput to Ge- 
nius, becauſe Merit is always backward : So that 


el 4 . 


dot. i * Perſon may very well be, or Wit or Bedlamite, 


ious 5 either the * Brother or Sifter ſhall aſſume their 
his q Departments; 


7 — 
* 
1 ? 
l A 
ging 
* V 
od 4 


L * Phebus and Diana, whoſe other Appellation was 
una, | 


% 
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Departments; and their acting in Conjuntion, 3 
makes him a Poet. In Alluſion to this Diſtinc- 
tion, we may obſerve upon Biceps Parnaſſus, that 
it has one Pinnacle ſacred to Apollo, and the other 
dedicated to Bacchus, equally divided between 
Wit and Rage; from which Hint I ſuppoſe was 
derived the Proverb, Parum vini acuit ingenium. 
You muſt know that this ſame Parum was a cer- his 
tain Meaſure among the Antients, which the by 
Commentators have not preciſely defined: I un- 1 
derſtand it to be a Pint, but ſome Dictionaries 
render it a Quart, while others conſtrue 1t into 
three Pints. But let the Quantum ſuffcit be what 
it may, a Genius is the firſt Thing required, for 
it is not every one who bears the Thyr/us + that 7 
is inſpired by Bacchus, fi 

Adieu 


— — 


LETTER CCCAXV. 


T gives me ſincere Concern that you till 7? 
continue ill. Curſe on Eve, who intailed that j 
Curſe upon your helpleſs Sex: However, to 
make you ſome Amends for this Misfortune, Ti- 
reſias of old, determined a certain Point in your 
Favour ; any School-Boy can tell you the Story, 
What Sympathy between us: I never had ſo 

| ſevere a Cholic in my Life, as I had all that Day 
you complain of. While a Part of me is a Part 
of you, that racking Diſorder muſt be the Con- 
ſequence; for it has become at length ſo much a 
Piece of my Frame, that one may as well think 
to 


+ A Javelin dreſſed up with Ivy Leaves, carried 
in the Bacchanalian Proceſſions. 5 


1 . 
. 
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9 to make a crooked Noſe ſtraight by Phyſick, as to 
reſcue my Conſtitution from this Malady, by the 
that power of Medicine Such Torment as I ſuffer 
ther 4 as never felt but twice before; the firſt Time, 


veen hen Jonas was kicking the Guts of the poor 
was Whale about, to make it caſt him up again; and 
um. the ſecond, when ſome antient Uſurer, I forget 
cer- his Name, had his Thirſt of Gain quenched, 
| the by having ſome molten Gold poured down his 


un- Throat. 
aries Adieu my charming Woman, and 


into | 
what ? © If there be yet another Name more free, 
, for * More fond than Huſband, make me that 


© to thee,? 


Believe me that I never received more Pleaſure, 
in my Life, from your Correſpondence, than [I 
have done ſince our laſt Parting, except that Ar- 
ticle of your Letter where you mention your Ill- 

=Fneſs. The Saying, upon the Failure of our 
TLickets, The worſe Luck now, c. was in a diffe- 
ſtill *Frent Stile from your uſual Deſpondency, I am 
that in Hopes of making a Philoſopher of you in Time, 
- GW and with that Hope, I hope alſo, that you may 
„7. have every Day leſs Occaſion for the Trial. 
your - 1 I ſend you a Letter I received laſt Poſt, from 
tory, Mr. , to ſhew you, that in one happy Par- 
ad ſo ticular, with Regard to your Merit, all Men of 

Day Senſe think as I do. 


5 
- 


Part 7 | 
Con- Farewel, 
uch 2 
think 

ol Henry 
arried 


as 
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LETTER CCCXXVI. 


My Faxwy, | 
FTER I had ſealed my former Letter, this 
Morning I could not reſt eaſy, at not hav- 
ing neard from you by laſt Poſt, I was certain 
that you would not have neglected it, if you had 
not been ill. Upon which I ſent to ſearch the 
Poſt-Office, which gave me but little Relief, 
tho? I did find a Letter there, as it mentions the 
hazardous State you are in. I do intreat that 
ou will attend to your preſent Condition; and 
make a Difference between your Manner of Liv- 
ing, when with Child, and when not ; both with 
Regard to Hours, Food, Quantity, and Quali- 
ty. Conſider, that a Woman during her Lying- 
in, is in a high Fever, and ſhould therefore take 
eſpecial Care to preſerve the Temper of her 
Blood as cool as poſſible, while ſhe is advancing 
toward that Criſis. Reflect conſtantly upon this 
Moral, that a double Duty requires a double Dili- 

ence. 

: An Execution came down this Day, againſt 
our Friend Mr. Coſby, at the Suit of Mrs, S—-. 
You may remember the Story ; he had made her 
a Preſent of an Hundred Pounds, and afterwards 
paſſed his Bond to her for the Money, upon her 
complaining that ſhe could not get a ficient Se- 
curity for it. What Baſeneſs and Ingratitude in 
this World! Oh live, for my Sake! I ſhall be- 
conie a ſccond Timon, ſhould you leave me alone 


Adieu, 
Henry. 


L E T. 
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HIATUS. 
LETTER CCCXXVIL 


Dear Harry, 

T gives me great Pleaſure to hear that you 

and our dear Child are with our worthy Friend 
at the Farm, You taſte at once pure Air and 
pure Friendſhip, the higheſt rural Enjoyments 
for I believe that the latter, any more than the 
former, 1s not to be met with in populous Cities, 
Our little Animal is as yet only capable of receiv- 
ing Benefit from the firſt, but I hope that he will 
live to have as juſt a S-nſe of Mr. Newburgh's Vir- 
tues as his Father, and as high a Re/ped for them 
as his Mother. I fancy I fee him ſcampering 
round the Fields, graſping at Butterflies; and 
extending the Proſpect thro? a Series of Years, 
I find the Purſuit continued, not improved, after 
the higher Trifles of his graver, but not wiſer 
Age. His miſtaking every Place that was not 
Dublin, for Danesfort, or Maiden-ball, as thoſe 
are the only Country-Seats he ever ſaw, was ex- 
tremely natural. The dear Fellow! as his Know- 
ledge increaſes, he will find the World growing 
larger, but as his Virtue improves, he will think 
it every Day diminiſhing to a Point. My Blefſ- 
ſing to him, and pray ſay every Thing for me to 
your agreeable Hoſts, that you think I would 
ſay, if I could expreſs my Gratitude for their 
Kindneſs toward him. 

I am undone for Want of Books; I wiſh you 
could contrive to ſend me ſome. This 1s the Sea 
ſon for Poetry, the luxuriant Beauties of Nature, 
ſeem now to warrant the moſt romantic Deſcrip- 
tion,and give the Air of Truth to Fiction. This uſed 

to 
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to be our favourite Month; I ſtill retain a Fond- 
neſs for it, and wiſh, if poſſible, more ardently 
for your Company, at this Seaſon of the Year 
. than any other; and yet you do not ſpeak of 


coming to me. Farewel, and accept as your 
Due, the ſincereſt Love and Duty from your 


faithful and affectionate Wife. 


LETTER CCCXXVIII. 


The Farm. 

OUR Letter was extreamly pretty, nay 
more, that is, it was your Letter, Arthur 
would read it, he was not content with hearing 
it. When he obſerved the Smallneſs of the 
Type, he wiſhed for Microicopic Eyes. How- 
ever, he made a Shift to go thro? it, with the 
Help of SpeQacles, tho' the Ink was ſo pale, 
that Mrs. Newburgh, who looked over him, cal- 
led it the meer Ghoſt of a Letter: No, ſays he, 
after his happy Manner of Fxprefſſion, *tis the 
very Spirit of | riting. He then declared, that he 
liked your Letters ſo much beiter than mine, 
in the * Series, that he went thro' the two Vo- 
lumes a ſecond Time, firſt looking for the Sign 
Frances, as one does in c Sp-&ators, for the 
TE “% 
:; at was charm- 
ed with your Letter alſo; however, in her 
lively Way, ſhe excepted to the Cloſe of it; 
Thoſe poor ſpirited Expreſſions of Love, Duty, 
Sc. ſays ſhe, are apt to make Fuſbands vain 
and domineering. Your diſtinguiſhing between 
my 


® The firſt Edition, 


Frances. | 


—— r * 
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my Senſe of Artbur's Virtues, and only ſaying 


your Reſpec for them, was perfectly pretty and 


polite, and was much obſerved upon here. It 
was indeed, agreeable to your Modeſty, but not 
to your Merit. = 


Adieu ! 


Henry. 


» 


HIATUS. 


LETTER CCCXXIX. 


My deareſt HEY R, | 

1 Cannot fay that I ever met with a ſeverer 

Schock than your laſt Letter gave me, I am 
far from being ſanguine in ray ExpeRations; yet 
from my thorough Knowledge of your Senſe and 
Virtue, I had perſuaded myſelf that you could 
not fail of Succeſs, with Souls allied to your's, by 
kindred Merits, But that worſe than Lucifer, 
that unprovoked, untempted Fiend, has marred 
the flattering Proſpect, and rooted up the laſt 
pour Twig of Hope. Yet, notwithſtanding this 
cruel Outrage on your Character, I think that 
your going to Englund immediately, is the only 
Expedient left to vindicate yourſelf, and regain 
your Intereſt. You cannot expe& any Thing 
here, from lukewarm Friends, and potent Ene- 
mics, 

I can now, account for Mrs. D 's Letter, 
which ſurprized me much at firſt, and for your 
ſeeming Indifference about going to England ; 
which, pardon me, I attributed before, to your 
natural Ii dolence. But I have not Words ſuffi- 
cient now to expreſs my Gratitude for your 

Tenderneſs, 
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Tenderneſs, in concealing this and every other 
diſagreeable Event, as long as poſſible, from my 
too unphiloſophic Heart. | 
I was attacked two Days ago, with a ſevere 
Diſorder in my Stomach, attended with an un- 
common Heavineſs and Heat: I apprehended I 
was taking a Fever, and was quite reſigned ; but 
I wil! ſtruggle with it now: I would not, like a 
Coward, quit my Friend in Diſtreſs : but by pa- 
tiently partaking, endeavour to alleviate his Mis- 
fortunes, who has been the bleſſed ſecond Cauſe 
of all the Happineſs that I have ever known. 
© Thy Rite of Fortune did I only wed, 
© From it's Decline, determin'd to recede ? 
Did I but purpoſe to embark with thee, 
© On the ſmooth Surface of a Summer's Sea, 
© Where gentle Zephyr's play in proſperous 
Gales, 
© And Fortune's Favours fill the ſwelling Sails; 
© But would forſake the Ship, and mak<« the 
Shore, 
When the Winds bellow, and the Tempeſts 
roar ? 
© No Henry, no! one ſacred Knot has ty'd 
© Our Loves, one Deſtiny our Lives ſhall 


guide, b 
Nor Wild, nor Deep, our common Way 
divide.“ Amen | 


Frances. 


H I <> 


FONGYMmy Darren 


cel. 
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HIATUS. 


LETTER CCCXXX, 


Dee Fanny, 

, has run away from his Wife, and 

lodges in ſome Garret, incog. He has not 

gone near his Office this Fortnight, for Fear of 
meeting her. He viſits every Evening at ——, 
and paſſes his Time between Tears and Curſes. 
He ſays, that he has been theſe ſeveral Years en- 
deavouring to wean her from the beaftly Vice of 
Drinking'; but finding it in vain, he uſed to fpend 


moſt of his Time abroad; which led him into 


Expences that he could ill afford; therefore, be 
has been obliged to hve much at Heme, of late; 
and ſays, that her Temper is grown ſo diabolical, 
that it is ble to deſcribe the Perverieneſs of 
it; in-ſo-mach, that he thinks, if he had ſtaid a 
Quarter of an Hour longer in his Houſe, he muſt 
have been tempted to throw her er himſelf, out 
of the Window. 

He ſays, that he had endeavoured to conceal 
the Whole of her Behaviour from the World, as 
long as he could, in Hopes of her being in Time, 
reelaim'd to a proper Senſe of Decency and Du- 

ty; and has often aſſumed the Appearance of 
Faſe and Fondneſs, while his Heart was aching 
and reſenting. Which may reconcile the Differ- 
ence of our Opinions upon this Couple, while 


we held an Intercourſe with them. I faid, from 


ber Behaviour, he muſt abominate Wil, ; and you 
ſaid, that from bis, he mutt be fond of her, 

He was a kind and indulgent Huſband, and was 
not aware, that there are certain baſe Natures, 


Vor. III. S which 
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which not deſerving Favours before-hand, 
are ſure to wundeſerve, the more they receive; 
whom Generoſity renders ungrateful, Kindneſs, 
unkind, and Indulgence but conſtantly prepares 
more Work for itſelf : Whoſe uncouth 'Tempers 
weary the braveſt Spirits into Tameneſs, and treat 
them after with Contempt, for their Submiſſion. 
Nor had the wretched Woman herſelf Senfe 
enough to know, that Avet ſion is made up of re- 
peated Diſguſts, and that Love and Eſteem may 
recover from Reſentment, but never from Aver- 
ſion. And ſhould Grace hereafter inſpire her with 
Reformation, her future Merits would be but 
bringing Fuel to a Flame extinct: a lifeleſs Heap, 
without Warmth or Action. She found him wil- 
ling to be reconciled, after many Provocations, 
and concluding it would be always fo, indulged 
her ill Temper and Perverſneſs, without Reſerve ; 
depending upon her being ſtill able to whiſtle him 
into Tune, when ſhe ſhould herſelf grow weary 
of the Diſcord, Thus the Eaſineſs of his Tem- 
per, has at length, rendered her more wretched, 
than ſhe would have been, even if he had been 
as pervcrſe as herſelf, from the Beginning. 
barely a bad Wife is the Devil's Revenge 
againſt Matrimony ; and a Brothel Broil not half 
ſo indelicate as the Marriage Strife. Not but 
that I think, a little Briſkneſs may be neceſſary 
ſometimes, between Man and Wife, like Winds 
which diſperſe ſtagnating Humours: Or may 
they not be conſidered as Epiſodes, which ſerve 
to relieve the Tediouſneſs of the Main Afion ? 


Adieu. 
Henry. 


L E T- 
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LETTER CcCXXXI. 


Dear FAx Nx, : 
I Cannot go to you To-day as I deſigned, but 

To-morrow I ſhall A dine with you. I 
lend you the Plurality of Worlds, which, tho? ill 
tranſlated, will pleaſe and inſtruct you. I would 
engage to teach the whole Science of Aſtronomy, 
in a Fortnight's Time, to an intelligent Girl of 
fifteen Years old, by explaining it in the eaſy fa- 
miliar Manner, that Fontenelle does in this Trea- 
tiſe. In Truth, I have falways found the dog- 
matical Terms more difficult to comprehend, 
than the Senſe or Meaning of the Arts or Sciences 
themſelves, 

Philoſophers have always had a vain Affectati- 
on of making Learning a Myſtery, in order to raiſe 
themſelves high, in the Opinion of the Vulgar ; 
by which Means many Studies are render'd ab- 
ſtruſe, by Scholaſtic Preciſions, that would be 
perfecly intelligible without them. A Mathe- 
matician will puzzle you in Conic Sections, with 
Circles, Ellipſes, Hyperbola's, Parabola's, c. all 
which Diagrams, a Grocer's Apprentice performs 
every Day in breaking up a Sugar Loaf. 

Epiftetus, in his 12th Chapter on Diſputation, 
is very angry at the Generality of Philoſophers, 
who affect Technical Terms too much; which 
render Science difficult and unintelligble to the 
illiterate, Socrates's Addreſs was admirable in 
this Particular, who in the plaineſt Stile and moſt 
ſimple Manner without affirming any Thing, 
could make the moſt ignorant Peaſant inſtruct 
himſelf in the ſublimeſt Truths. | 

Indeed Learning is a difficult Thing, but Senſe 
and Reaſon are eaſy ; and in Truth, the Genera- 

C 2 ity 
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lity of People need not be ſo ignorant as they 
are, if Philoſophers would deſcend a little from 
their myſterious Heighths, and according to the 
Proverb, while they think with the wiſe, would talk 


with the vulgar. 


Farewel, 


Henry. 


— —y— — — . — — 


LETTER CCCXXXII. 


Dear FANNY, | 
Send you two Letters incloſed, which mention. 
you, I am fond of communicating any Com- 
pliment from my Friends toward you; and in 
Truth, I am ſenſible every Day, of a more polite 
Galantry for you, than I was inſpired with when 
I firſt ſolicited your Virgin Sacrifice; and indeed, 
I foreſee Nothing but Death, which can prevent 
my loving you with greater Affection, even than 

I do at preſent, in your Grand ClimaQeric, 


* When thinking of thy charming Youth 
I'll love thee or again in Age.” 


While you ſhall anſwer me like your favourite 
Cowley, : 


* Antient Perſon, as thou art, 
* Antient Perſon of my Heart.” 


In ſhort, there never was a Soul formed in France, 
with more Galantry than mine, but as phlegmatic 
as a Dutch Tobacconiſt's, where my AﬀeQions 
are not engaged. I think, ſaving his Wit, I re- 


ſemble Swift in this Particular, whoſe Manners 
were grave and ſequeſter'd, rough and unpoliſhed 


in 


err 
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in his Addreſs, by Nature a Satiriſt, rather than 
Panegyriſt, and more Philoſopher than the 
Lover: But, in all his Writings to Stella, the 
ſour Academic diſappears, and one would imagine 
he had been educated in a Court. I mean, to a- 
void Equivocation, the Court of Azguſius, Let 
us teach the Slaves of Hymen, what it is to be 
free ; and ſhew them, that as Loves inſpirits Duty, 
Duty in Return, gives Conſtancy to Love. I have, 
Thanks to your Worth, already got my Leſſon by 
Heart, and I much hope that your's is not yet to 
learn. Farewel, my charming Ipbigenia, and be- 
lieve me to be your inſpired, 


Cymon, 


— tt. ah 4 þ4 8 — —_ 
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LET TER CCCXXXIUL 


Dear FAN x, Stradbaily-Hall. 
HAVE got ſo far on my Journey, having 
bought a Horſe for my Servant at Smithfield, 
Yeſterday. He is the moſt curious little Nag you 
ever ſaw, and what is extraordinary, Richard | 
choſe him among a Dozen. It is a Mankeen in 
Miniature, and you know he is himſelf a Gag in 
Magnitude. It was drole to ſee the Fellow walk- 
ing thro” the Street, with a Horſe between hisLegs. 
J have been paid his Price, in laughing at the 
Couple already. He does not mount by the Stir- 
rup, but ſeats himſelf ſide-ways, like a Woman, 
and then balancing with his Whip, as if he was 
riding the Londen Tayſar, throws himſelf acroſs 
the Saddle, wich great Eguilibre. But in Truth, 
he has no Occaſion for a Saddle, for if it was not 
for the Name of a Horſe, Ser. If he had been 
3 Equerry 
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Equerry to Procruſtes*, he would certainly have 
cut off Half a Yard of his Legs, at leaſt. Ioften 
wiſhed they had been made like a Shoemaker's 
Meaſure; to ſlide in according to the Size one 
wanted to fit, I tried ſeveral Experiments on my 
Journey, to accommodate the Diſproportion be- 
tween Man and Horſe. At firſt, I made Richard 
lead him, as you have ſeen Dogs harneſs'd ſome- 
times; but the Horſe nſed to run giddily between 
kis Legs and throw the poor Fellow down. I 
then. ſeated him like a Mandarin, with his Legs 
croſſed under him; but Houbnymn, like all little 
Animals, was too fiery for ſuch Menage. At 
laſt, 1 cropt his Ears ſhore his Mane, pared his 
Hoofs, anddock'd his Tail ; and then I got his 
Rider cloſe ſhaved, clipt his Nails, ſtruck off a 
Heel-tap from each of his Boots, and took my 
Pocket-book out of the Valece; by which Means 
I lighten'd them both ſufficiently, to come thro? 
the Journey tolerably well, only ſtopping now 
and then at ſome Plaſhes of Water, *till Richard 
lifted him over. In ſhort the whole Equeſtrian 
Figure ſeemed to reverſe the Fable, for it was 
the Mouſe in Labour of the Mountain. 

In one of your late Letters, you ſay, that you 
' relieve Abſence by being filly : You may ſee by 
this Letter, that I have taken the ſame Method 
alſo; But do not, like withered Sages, deem Mirth 
to be Folly : The politeſt People think different- 
ly ; for Rire is French Philoſophy : Tis alſo the 
Moral of the Court of Comus, where you are. 
Long may their Chearfulneſs remain, happy 
Pair ! But their's is a Stream from a ſtill ſpring- 


ing 


He was a Tyrant, who had a certain Bed, which 
he uſed to adapt his Captives to, by curtailing or ex- 
tending their Length, 
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ing Source; our's, like Summer Showers, tho? re- 
freſhing, rare | Adieu. 2 
Henry. 


—_—— 


— — * 


LETTER CCCXXXIV. 


Dear HARRY, 


HO” the Scene you paſſed thro! at B——— 
muſt have been very diſagreeable. I hear- 
tily rejoice at your having ſeen Mr. , 
meerly becauſe you ſtand now acquitted to your- 
ſelf. For tho? we cannot command Events, tis 
winning Half, to be able to juſtify one's own Con- 
duct. Is there not Something particular in your 
Fate, that as ſoon as ever you have anyBuſineſs ma- 
terial to yourſelf, to tranſact with any one, they 
immediately begin to doat or die? Mr.: 18 
the fourth Inſtance, and you have had two of each 
within this Year. In ſhort, you are a Perſon not 
only ſingular in yourſelf, but alſo in the Peculiari- 
ties which happen to you every Day. Oh! that 
to compleat the Singularity of your Hiſtary, For- 
tune would adopt you,—on Account of your Me- 
rits ! I ſhall ſay no more, I would not wiſh to 
ſink your Spirits, and I find it impoſſible to raiſe 
my own. - 
With Fondneſs and Impatience, I expect an 

with for your Return, 


Thou my Souls Joy! whate'er my Sorrows 
* be, 


They ceaſe, or vaniſh on beholding thee.” 


Adieu, thou beſt, of the beſt CharaQter in 
Life, adieu my Huſband. 
Frances, 


C 4 L E T- 
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LETTER CCCXXXV. 


Dear FAx Nx, 


Would wait upon you To-day, but that I 

have been extremely ill theſe two Days paſt. 
How ſhall I acquaint you of my Diſorder with 
any Politeneſs? It was what Aſtrologers would 
ſtile being under the Influence of the Crab aſcend- 
ant, which guides all Motions retrogrede; and 
Diſeaſe was carrying me off, as Cacus uſed to 
ſteal the Oxen. * | 

F am, thank God, perfectly at Eaſe To-day, 
but too weak to travel: Beſides, leaving a Houſe 
as ſoon as one is well, is as beggarly a Thing, as 
the Moment one has. dined. However, as you 
expected me this Day, I think proper to make 
my Apology, leſt you ſhould be alarmed, You 
ſee of what Conſequence I think myſelf, which 
you will not be ſurprized at, after you have read 
the three incloſed Articles that I have cut out 


from the laſt News-Paper ; and which give me 


Reaſon to believe, that tbe Lord-like Creature may 
recover his former Dignity again, You will find 
by the Verſes, that the Sappbic Age is now re- 
turned, when Women woe and ſue in vain ; and 
by the Advertiſements, that even a Hackney 
Coachman has ſorbad your whole Sex, Woman or 
Women, to honour themſelves with the illuſtrious 
Name of Scully. Aſſume my Name. In Anſwer to 
which, you fee that ſome vain, ambitious Fair 
One has proclaimed her Honour to the World, 
and threatens to inſtitute a Suit ts remedy this and 
#tber Grievances, which, in other Words, is to be 

reſtored 


* He uſed to draw them backward by the Tail, 
to prevent their being traced, 
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reſtored to her conjugal Rights, in the Arms of 
her dear, faithleſs Hackney Coachman ; the be- 
ing deprived of which Happineſs ſhe publickly de- 
clares to be an intolerable Grievance, 


Adieu, 
Henry. 
— 


LETTER CCCXXXVL 


* 


Dear Fanny, 

OU are too deſponding about our Election, 
and the Colleagues here, are not more he- 
roic; but as for my Part, I ſhall keep up my 
Spirit till the Trial is over; and Nothing then 
ſhall abate it but Succeſs; for I will double it 
upon a Defeat. If I cannot be Hercules 1 will be 

Ant eus. 
For ſome Months paſt I have been obliged to 
live in a Sort of familiar Converſe among our 
Vaters; and I have ſeen more of the Knavery, 
Meanneſs, and Inſincerity of the lower Claſs of 
Mankind, in that ſhort Time, than I had ever. 
experienced, or would even ſuffer myſelf to ima- 
gine, in my whole Life before. This has brought 
me to ſuſpect, that there may poſſibly be Some- 
thing more in being well-barn, than I uſed ge- 
nerally to attribute to it, In all my future 
Dealings with the. World 1 ſhall Aeware of the 
ball. | 
e are moſt cordially dull here, without Mrs, 
and you, I always thought the beſt furniſh- 
ed Houſe looked naked. without a Woman; the 
moſt elegant Feaſt like a ign Meſs ; and 


a Bolſter with but one Pillow like a fick Man's 
C5 | Couch. 
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Couch. Oh haſte, and reſtore us to ourſelves, 
our Home, our Bed and Board ! 


Adieu, 
Henry. 


LET T BR CCCXXXVIL 


- 


Dear Fanny, 


HEN I came here I found Clerks em- 

ployed to make out ſome forty Copies 
of two late Letters of mine to Mr. I 
never deſigned them for public View, or I would 
have wrote them more correctly; nay, I thought 
ſo little about them, that I did not even ſhew 
them to you, who was in the Houſe when I wrote. 
He thinks they will do him Service, but I can't 
ſee how; except by ſhewing his Candidneſs in 
publiſhing Reproofs againſt himſelf, as well as 
againſt his Enemies. 

However, there is a Pleaſure in exciting Gra- 
titude; I have done better Things for other 
People, who have either appeared inſenſible at 
the Time, or ſeemed to have forgot them im- 
mediately after. But this ſhall never diſcourage 
me; I have a Way of paying myſelf before- 
hand. *Tis Uſury to expe& Gratitude. 

1 have had bad Weather ever ſince J left your 
Latitude, The thickeſt Miſt here theſe three 
Days that ever I ſaw. Pray how did your Air 
without Fog behave itſelf? But this Day is per- 
feQly clear, for the Violence of laſt Night's Storm 
has thoroughly purged the Air. There was a 
very Hurricane all Night, and the Wind ceaſed 
to blow toward Morning, only, as it ſeemed to 
me, becauſe it was out of Breath, I am m_ 5 

n 
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find the Pacquets had ſafely arrived before it, 
becauſe they have brought us good News: That 
is, No News. Our Fears at leaſt about the two 
great Deaths are over. Fivat Rex! 


Amen, and Adieu, 


— G 
EETTER nme 


My dear FAN N, | 
A Friends here are well. My Cholic, for 


from its Peculiarity I may call it mine, was 
my conſtant Companion through the Journey. 
Among the Singularities which you imputed to 
me in a late Letter, you may claſs this extraor- 
dinary Diſorder, which no Regimen can keep 
off, nor no Irregularity bring on; which comes 
and goes, ex mero motu, like Ideas, which ariſe 
and vaniſh in the Memory, without the Mind's 
being able to account for their AdduQion, or 
Remotion. 

Mr. and his Wife are here. I never 
ſaw her before; ſhe is a very agreeable Kind of 
Woman; neither handſome or genteel; but 
ſhe has more than Painting or Statuary can ex- 
preſs. I have been long of Opinion, that good 
Humour and Ameneableneſs of 'Temper are infi- 
nitely preferable to Beauty, or even to Senſe, if 
Senſe can be, which I deny, without them, 

I heard a Piece of News here, Mrs. 
has been obliged to fell Part, and depoſit the 
Reſt of her Jewels, to anſwer a preſſing Demand, 
A Play Debt! ſhe was too old and homely to 

diſcharge 
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diſcharge it otherways. Her Age and Perſon ſa- 
ved her Morals. 

My ſincere Compliments to Mr. and Mrs. 
——, and Love to Miſs in her Teens. 


Adieu, 


Henry. 


— 
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LETTER CCCXXAIX. 


Dear FAR Nx, 


neſs at his Wife's Abſence is owing to his 
Fondnefs for her, I hope is juſt; but there is ſuch 
a Thing as being helpleſs and diffatisfied at being 
left alone, tho? we have no great Affection for 
the Object of Society, when preſent : And this 
I do ſuſpect, from my Knowledge both of the 
Huſband and Wife, to be really the preſent Caſe. 
Uſe has a ſovereign Power over the Mind, and 
the Effect is ſtrongeſt where Ideas are feweſt : 
Many Perſons go Abroad often, by Way of not 
ſtaying at Home, while others flay at Home, 
only becauſe they will not be at the Trouble of 
going Abroad; ſo that from the meer Force of 
Habit, ſome go out without Pleaſure, while 
others ftay within without Enjoyment: And we 
ſometimes imagine, that this Man diverts 

himſelf one Way, and that another, and ma 
be miſtaken in both. I have known People fit 
up Half their Nights, without the leaft Indul- 
gence in the Exceſs; but meerly from an Aver- 
ſion of going to Bed, have fat yawning and ſtretch- 
ing themſelves into Convulſions; or fnored for 
an Hour or two in their Chairs, before they 
could be prevailed on to call for their en: 
e 


— 


OUR Opinion that Mr. — Uneaſi- 
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The Caprices of human Nature are infinite; 
how few Ways to be right, and how many to 
be wrong! 


Farewel, 
Henry. 


i. — „ * "4 
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HIATUS. 


LETTER CCCAL. 


Y deareſt Harry is, I hope, before this, 
convinced of his Injuftice, in accuſing me- 
of Neglect: When I was moſt immerſed in the 
Frolick and Gaiety of Youth, I never was Fool 
enough to give up the rational Happineſs I re- 
ceived from his Correſpondence, for any inferior 
Amuſement, but have declined many Parties, 
ſtiled of Pleaſure, for the real one of conver/mg 
with him ; for ſo I call wnting to thoſe we love.. 
Ihen what could tempt me to neglect it now? 
when every Thought and tender Affection of my 
Heart is dedicated to him and his dear Children, 
who by partaking, increaſe, rather than leſſen 
that Tendernefs. Tis highly probable that I 
may not get a Meſſenger to carry this Letter to 
the Poſt, yet I write for the Hazard, and to ſa- 
tisfy a Fondneſs. 

From what you bint, I hope your Affairs will 
ſoon be accommodated ; at leaſt in ſuch a Way, 
as may put it in your Power to make even a ſmall 
Proviſion for that Wife and thoſe Children you 
ſo truly love. We have great Reaſon to be thank- 
ful for the happy Diſpoſition of our dear Boy. 
Indeed there cannot be a better Mind in ſo much 
Youth: To ſum up all, he is my own Harry's 

| Epitome : 
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Fpitome : His delicate unflattering Tenderneſs 


hourly recalls the Image of his much-loved Fa- 


ther; tho? ſure I need not Mementoes, to bring 

ou to my Mind, who are never abſent from my 
fond Idea: but too conſtant Attention, like too 
intently gazing, may ſometimes make us loſe the 
Object of our Contemplation, and our dear Hal 
is the intervening Medium that recals and fixes 
it more ſtroagly. He ſends his Duty to you, and 
mine accompanies, to ſhew this N-w-comer the 
Wav. 

J Adieu, 


Frances. 


LETTER CCCALL 


Dear Fanny, Dublin. 


HE Weather was ſo bad that I could not 
get farther than Kilcullen Yeſterday, I 
aſked for Mrs. ——*s Apartment, and aired her 
Bed for her laſt Night : Which to do more effec- 
tually, I poured a Quart of hot Punch into the 
arming-Pan. I found our little Kate extreme- 
ly well, he thrives apace, and will not be ſuch a 
Qyeen Mzb as you apprehended. The Lightning 
Blaſt that ſhe brought into the World with her, 
remains in her Forehead ſtill. She ought to have 
been chriſtened Semele, but in Compliment to her 
Godmother ; who is herſelf more worthy the Ad- 
dreſs of Jupiter, than ever our poor Elf will be: 
Which to put paſt a Doubt, 1 muſt acquaint you 
that ſhe 1s reckoned very like me. 

The Day I left you I went to „and be- 
ſides the Poem he has publiſhed, he ſhewed me 
a large Volume in Manuſcript y among which 

| there 
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there were a great many very pretty Things. I 
aſſure you that this gave me a very ſincere Plea- 
ſure, tho? it convinced me that Lwas never de- 
ſigned by Nature for a Wit, as I felt not the 
leaſt Symptom of Envy or Jealouſy upon ſuch an 
Occaſion. Is this Meanneſs a Mark of Genius 
or no? Addiſon and Dennis were both infected 
with it. It depends entirely upon the moral Turn 
of the Mind. | 

My ſincere Compliments to the worthy, friend- 
ly and agreeable Couple you are with; and ſwear, 
without Perjury, that I am my ceareſt Fanny's 
truly affe ctionate Huſband, 


Henry. 


T— — w nn... 


LETTER CCCXALIY 


RS. 8 has had an Affair lately; ſhe 

calls it a Marriage, and pleads ſome Sta- 

tute, which ſhe ſays intitles a Woman to the 
Rights of Widowhood after a ſeven Year's Se- 
paration, without receiving the leaſt Notice from 
her Huſband, who went beyond Seas, as ſhe ex- 
preſſes it. This has been really her Caſe in Fact; 
but how it ſtands in Law I know nct. Howe- 
ver, I think that a ſeven Year's Marriage, even 
with Cohabitation, is a natural Divorce ; for, as 
Philoſophers affirm, that every Atom of our Bo- 
dies is intirely changed in that Term, a Man and 
his Wife muſt certainly become Fornicators at 
the End of it; therefore your right ſcrupulous 
Chriſtians ſhould be re- married every ſeven Years, 
till they dwindle into that Stage of Life when, 
and when only, Lovers become Platonics 1 
was 


60 LETTERS between 


I was Yeſterday at ——, and was really vex- 
ed to ſee ſuch poor Doings. There was two 
Hours Conſideration, and the whole Houſe cal- 
ted into Conſultation, . the Reſult of which was, 
to give Half a Guinea toward a Charity, where 
Ten ſhould have been given without Heſitation. 
Men huxter Shillings as if they were to live here 
for ever, not conſidering that if they had that 
Prerogative, the greater Dignity ſhould be in 
every Action of their Immortality. 

It has been remarked, that Perſons in narrow 
Cireumſtances make a great Diſplay of generous 
Sentiments, while thoſe who are in Affluence, 
too often betray a contracted Mind: But to abate 
our Vanity in this Particular, may not the only 
Difference lye here, that the firſt are liberal of 
what they have net, and the latter parſimonious 


of what they bave ? 
Adieu, 
Henry. 


— 


LETTER CCCXLII. 


Dear HARR , Mallow. 
HO” real Illneſs is the Cauſe of my preſent 
Retirement, I do not repine, as it pur-- 
chaſes me a little Leifure to converſe with you 


and myſelf ; which is more than I have been bleſt 


with, ſince we parted. A violent Pain in my 
Side has been, with Difficulty, allowed an Excuſe 
for not going to this Night's Ball, which is the 
only one I have miſſed ſince I came hither, I 
have not drank the Waters theſe three Days, for 
I imagined they increaſed the Diſorder in my 
Side, tho' they agreed perfectly well with me, 


in 
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in every other Particular. Perhaps, by repair- 
ing my Conſtitution, they might have augment- 
ed that connate Complaint of mine ; 


* The young Diſeaſe, that muſt ſubdue at 
length, 

* Grows with our Growth, and ſtrengthens 
with our Strength.” 


Indeed, my Harry, both my Mind and B 
are harraſſed beyond Meaſure, What would 
not give for any little Habitation of my own, 
where I might enjoy the Bleffings which God 
has given me, a fond Huſband, lovely Children, 
and a Turn for Reading and Reflection! But, 
alas! the Proſpe& of this charming Scene, ex- 
iſts only in my Wiſhes, and like a Shadow va- 
niſhes before the piercing Eye of Reaſon. I do 
not mean to be ungrateful to Providence, for 
thoſe Bleſſings I at preſent enjoy: I own them 
far beyond my Merits, and hymn the Almighty 
with Devotion for them. 

I am certain that if my Situation in Life, was 
ſuch as I have wiſhed, I ſhould have a much 
higher Reliſh for Gaiety than I now have; for I 
do not pretend to deſpiſe the Pleaſures of the 
World, or think, that Virtue and Wiſdom dwell 
only with Contemplation ; they are to be met 
with every where, even ia the Streets; but tho? 
my Diſpoſition and Age naturally incline to 
Chearfulneſs,' the conſtant Anxiety I feel for the 
unſettled Situation, and uncertain State of my 
Huſband and Children, too often clouds my 
3 and makes wan Care uſurp the Place of 

miles. : 


Frances, 


L E T- 


* 
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LETTER CcCxLIV. 


Mallow. 

Thank you for the Pleaſure I received from 
1 both your Letters; I have had a Thouſand 
Fears for your Safety; I was born a Coward; 
I have lived one, and believe I ſhall die ſo: My 
Mind is never eaſy abqut you one Moment ; I 
open your Letters with trembling Haſte, yet 
fear to look into them; with different Pertur- 
bation far, I uſed to read them! you do not ac- 
quaint me what has been done in your late Af- 
fair: I wrote to you already, on this Subject; 
perhaps you have not received my Letter, for 
at preſent, I direct at Hazard; but ſhall conti- 
nue to write, to ſatisfy at once, my Duty and 
Inclination. 

This is the worſt Place in the World, for a 
Perſon in my preſent Temper of Mind. I think 
we formerly agreed, that particular Happineſs 
diſqualifies us for general Society more than par- 
ticular Uneaſineſs; * but I had not then felt that 
Kind of Sorrow, which abſorbs the whole Soul, 
and connects every Object we fee, and 18 
* we hear, with the Idea of our own Dil- 
treis. 

The reading a beautiful Paſſage, towards the 
Concluſion of Thompſon's Poem on the Spring, 
Yeſterday Morning, threw my Mind into ſuch a 
State, as is not to be expreſſed. It was a De- 
ſcription of Happineſs, ſuch as our's might have 
been, had it pleaſed God to have bleſt us, even 
with an humble Competence. I fear 1 was ta 
blame for murmuring, but indeed I could not 
help it. That charming Picture of rational De- 

light, 


* 


* Letter C. 
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light, made me repine at being debarr'd thoſe 
dear, thoſe innocent, thoſe virtuous Enjoyments; 
the tender Duty of a faithful Wife, and the in- 
creaſing Joy of a delighted Mother: I am, alas! 
forbid the happy Taſk, 


* To rear the tender Thought, 

* To teach the young Idea how. to ſhoot, 
To pour the freſh Inſtruction o'er the Mind, 
* To breathe the enlivening Spirit, and to fix 
* Thegenerous Purpoſe in the glowing Breaſt.” 


But I will ſtay my riſing Sighs, and ſtop my 
flowing Tears; it is not yet too late; ard if the 
all-wiſe Diſpoſer ſees it gocd, he can and will 
raiſe me to that Bumble State, where all my 
Hopes, nay all my Wiſhes are centered: Where 
I may ſhare the Happineſs of educating our dear 
Children, with the beſt of Huſbands; where we 
may behold their Spring and Summer without 
Blaſt or Drought, and our declining Autumn, 
nay our Winter, paſſing without Storms away. 
Amen, to this ſweet Prayer. 

Adieu. My Head-aches much, but my Hear 
more |! 


Frances. 


— 


—— 7 xÿꝛ² — — — — — 


LETTER CCCALY. 


Dear FRANCES, 
1 Received your very pretty, unpbiloſopbic Let- 
ter; however, you ſpeak very naturally, and 
ſenſibly too. I perfectly agree with you, in 
every Thought, Hope and Wiſh ; the only Dif- 
terence, that I am leſs impatient at the Delay, 
and 
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and more reſigned under the Diſappointments of 


Fortune. 

The Affair you inquire about, ſtands juſt as 
it did when we parted : I have a Reaſon for not 
preſſing it now ; my Friends are not quite ſtrong 
enough. | 

I do believe that the gay Scene you are in at 
preſent, is not very agreeable to you; if you had 
no other Obje&ion, the too great Hurry of it 
would be one. You remember my making Miſs 
ſtare once, by an Adage of mine, that / could 
forgive none but a Pictpoctet, for loving a Crowd. 

Since I came here, I have inquired into the 
Story of Mr. —---, and find it juſt as we had 
heard it. He 1s really a Man of Underſtanding, 
and yet does many filly Things. I have known 
ſeveral Perſons of Senſe, but very few who al- 
ways uſe it: 


© They bear it not about, 
© As if afraid to wear it ont; 
© Except on Holydays or ſo, 
5 As Men their beſt Apparel do. 


Adieu, 
Henry. 


LETTER CCCALYI. 


Dear HARRY, 
N this Scene of perpetual Hurry and Diſſipa- 
tion, if my Letters are frequent, they cannot 
be long; yeu muſt therefore be content with 
a bare Superſcription ſometimes, juſt to ſhew 
that I exiſt, when the important Nothing: I am en- 


gaged 
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gaged in, and which have the Rank of Moral Du- 
ties here, may not allow me Time, for more. I 
own too, that I am afraid to truſt myſelf alone, 
with a Pen and Ink; the Conſequence is hurtful 
to me; for, contrary to the received Opinion, I 
find it leſs painful to ſuppreſs the Uneaſmeſs of 
my Mind, than to give it Vent. I wrote a long, 
and of Courſe, a melancholic Letter to you, laſt 
Poſt ; I hope it did not affe& you, as much as it 
did me; but why need I fear? for thou art aQu- 
ally a lineal Deſcendant from od Neftor Iron- 
Side; and Misfortunes muſt be Sledges, before they 
can make any Impreſſion on you. 

I never was, am not, nor ever ſhall be a Philo 
fopber ;, and what is more, I am far from regret- 
ting that Want of Senfibility they boaſt of: I aim 
at an higher Character, that of a Chriſtian, 
where Feeling is not incompatible withReſigna- 
tion; and to lament without upbraiding, is not 
a Breach of Duty. But enough upon a Subject, 
that you and I can never agree about, I rejoice 
however, to think that it is the only one, we 
ever had a Diſpute on. 


Adiev, and Amen, 
So be it, 


Frances. 


LETTER CCCXL VII. 


* 
= 


My dear Fanny, 5 
Acquieſce in your Philoſophy, it cannot ariſe 
1 from a nobler Principle, or ſtronger Source, 
than Religion. Stoiciſm is too much _— 
or 
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for a Woman. I have very little Support from 
thence myſelf, and leaving out the Word lament, 
my Philoſophy agrees perfectly with your Defini- 
tion. Heathen Philoſophy was founded on Pride, 
the Chriſtian on Humility, and therefore more 
conſonant to the Nature of ſo helpleſs and depend- 
ant a Creature as Man. 

There are three Species of Philoſophy, which 
T have ſeverally plied with tolerable Succeſs : 
One is the ſtoical Pride of riſing above all world- 
ly Concerns ; the ſecond, an Acquieſcence in my 
Lot, which naturally induces a Sort of Indiffer- 
ence about it; and the third, a Habit of turn- 
ing my Thoughts from preſent Uneaſineſs, and 
gloomy Proſpe&s, upon more plealant Scenes 
and Subjects, either in the Reflections of my own 
Mind, or in the Application of proper Studies. 

J laid aſide the firſt, becauſe it ſavoured too 
much of Heathen Self- ſufficience; I grew aſhamed 
of the ſecond, for I thought it but the ordinary 
Effect of low Spirits; and have abided by the 
latter, becauſe I found it free from my ObjeQi- 
ons to the two former, and have experienced it 
to be both a more immediate and effeQual Re- 
medy, than either of the others. 

However, it muſt be an Advantage to have 
paſſed thro? theſe three Degrees, for I fancy that 
the Perfection of Philoſophy muſt be compound- 
ed out of a proper Mixture of them all. 


Adieu, 


L E T- 
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LETTER CCCXLVIIL 


My dear HARR, 
Received your charming philoſophic Letter, 
and remember that you wrote pretty much 
in the ſame Strain to your Friend / ſome 
Time ago; who, tho' a Man of Senſe, and Re- 
ligion, is notwithſtanding, as great a Lamenter 
as Iam. Did he ever anſwer that Letter ? f 

I think with you, that Philoſophy ſits as auk- 
wardly on a Woman, as a Suit of Armour ; but 
there have been Amazons in Morals, as well as 
War. For my Part, I neither envy nor admire, 
and of Courſe, ſhall not endeavour to imitate the 
Caracatura. Gentleneſs of Manners, and Soft- 
neſs of Heart, are, I think, the moſt amiable 
Characteriſtics of a Woman. Let Man, like 
the ſtrong Oak, brave the Storm, and ſtand un- 
moved amidſt it; while we, like the flight 
weeping Willew, yield before every Blaſt ; or, 
like the ſenſitive Plant, ſhrink from each Preſ- 
ſure. 

I have the Pleaſure to inform you, that Thur/- 
day next is fixed for our Return to the Fort, and 
I think you will receive this Letter Time enough, 
to meet us the next Day at Dinner. 


Adieu, 


Frances. 


r 
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e LETTERS CCCNLIA.' 
FRANCES to HENRY. 


Parted from you with a Heart filled at once 
1 with the warmeſt Reſentment, and moſt ten- 
der Regret; cruel Sentiments to lodge in one 
Breaſt together, for the ſame Object] Vet were 
they, for the Time, of mutual Service to me, 
by keeping each other within Bounds. My Pride 
moderated my Concern for having left you, and 
was, at the ſame Time, reſtrained by the Sorrow 
I felt, at being ſeparated from you. 

Poſſeſſed with Thoughts ſo injurious to my 
Repoſe, my Mind has been the Seat of Anarchy 
and Confution. At length, the Rebel Pride was 
forced to yield; as be but furniſhed new Strength 
to his more powerful Rival; for I found, upon 
Examination, that my chief Cauſe of Reſent- 
ment, was owing to your Want of Tenderneſs 
towards me; which had, at fuſt, piqued my 
Spirit, but was now ſoftened into a Mortification 
of another Kind, for not having been able to in- 
ſpire you with it. I no longer accuſed you —1 
only pitied myſelf. . ] lamented our having ever 
met, and wiſhed earneſtly for the inſtant Diſſo- 
lution of that Being, which had loſt its Value 
with your Love, 


© But Death 
© Comes not at Call, nor mends it's ſloweſt Pace 
For Plaints, or Cries, 


In 


* This Letter was among the firſt Part of the Cor- 
reſpondence before Marriage. 


| Cor- 
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In this Situation I arrived in Town, where I 
found a Letter from you, which had come to my 
Lodgings juſt after I had left them. How am 1 
to reconcile the Warmth of your Expreſſions, with 
the Coolneſs of your Manners towards me! Is it 
poſſible you can think of me as you ſpeak, and 
yet treat me with Indifference ? Do you, indeed, 
love me, and yet take Pains to make me think you 
do not? Can you approve that Converſe in Ab- 
ſence, which, when preſent, er. ſeem to diſre- 
gard? What am I to conclude from ſuch appa- 
rent Contradictions? I cannot, will not, doubt 
your Sincerity—No, let me rather think, that the 
Extravagance of my Love has too haſtily accuſed 
the Oeconomy of your's ; and that, notwithſtandin 
all my Faults and Foibles, you till love me for 
the only Merit, which your own renders ſcarce 
one, I ever was poſſeſſed of, that of eſteeming 
and admiring you. 

I have now given you an exact Deſcription, 
both of the Sentiments and Senſations of my 
Heart. Do not cruelly charge it with Caprice, 
but remember that it is your own equivocal Be- 
haviour which has induced my Suſpicions. 


Adieu ! 


Frances. 


— 1 K — = — ——— 


FTTH YM 


Dear Fanny, 
1 SHE WE UD your Critic upon the Series,“ 
to the Biſhop of = ; and he differed 
trom you greatly, by ſaying that thoſe fond Epi- 
thets, and Paſlages of Love and Tenderneſs, 
Vol. III. D which 


On the firſt Deſign of publiſhing the former Volume 
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which ,you would have ſtruck out of the Publica- 


tion, rather ſhew the Letters to be genuine, 
than give them the Air of a Novel. b 

He ſmiled at one of your Niceties, where you 10 
ſay, that printing ot Love Letters is almoſt as in- i 
decent as embracing each other in public : But, 8 


tho? he denies your being a ſound Critic, he con- th 
feſſes you to be a delicate one. His Lordſhip, ti 


however, made one Obſervation which alarmed . 
me, that he never knew People aſhamed of their ar 
Fondneſs, till they had changed their Sentiments. 8 

For my own Part, there is not one Expreſſion M 


of Love or Tenderneſs, in all my Letters, that 
I have left out in the Copy confided to my Friend, * 


or that I would now exchange for the ſublimeſt ai 
Wit, or moſt refined Philoſophy. My Love is of 
like a Fairy Gift, which, it is ſaid, when once 
beſtowed, can never be retracted; and whoſe af 
Charm the Poſſeſſor's Fault alone can weaken or WW the 
diſſolve. tier 
Adieu! 
Henry. 


LET TER CCCLI. 


My dear Faxxy, Maiden - bull 


H O' I wrote you a Letter this Morning, 
yet, having a ſecond Occaſion to ſend to 
Kilkenny this Evening, I fit down to write to you 
again, to ſhew you that I do it, not meerly becauſe 
the Poſt calls upon me, but as often as I have Op- 
rtunity, as tis the only Way I have of enjoy- 
ing myſelf in your Abſence, 1 
ve 


* 
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I live a very Hermit, here, except when the 
Houſhold Buſineſs calls upon me to brew, or 
bake ; both of which I have hitherto performed, 
to the intire Satisfaction of my Superiors, as 
well as Inferiorsz for the Bread is almoſt as 
good, as when and I kept Houſe alone, and 
the Drink promiſes fair. How long we ſhall con- 
tinue able to brew or bake here, I muſt now ſub- 
mit to Providence; for my moſt active Eſſays 


are at a Stand, and an heavy Cloud of Misfor- 


tunes ſeems juſt ready to break over our Heads. 
Mais vive la Philoſapbie, et la Vertu! 

I hope that my deareſt Fanny advances happily, 
in certain Circumſtances ; for if Children, as 'tis 
ſaid, be a poor Man's Bleſſing, I need a Number 
of them, | | | 

Adieu ! and haſte to the vacant Arms.of your 
affe ctionate Huſband; for I am quite weary of 
the Half of myſelf you left behind, and am impa- 
tient to be made whole again. 


Your”s intirely, 


Henry. 


LETTER CCCLIL 


| HAD the Pleaſure of my dear Harry's moſt 
affectionate and polite Letter laſt Poſt; but 
the extreme Concern I am under ' for poor Mr. 
„who is hardly expected to recover from 
a Fever, prevents my being able to make any 
other Return for it but Thanks. Indeed the 
Feelings of my Heart are too ſtrong for 
my weak Spirits. I never received Favour, 
or Civility, from him or any of his Family; 

D 2 and 
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and yet I grieve for him, as for a Friend and a 


Brother. 1 N 
I know this to be a Weakneſs, but I would 

not wiſh to conquer it; for, tho? I have Diſtreſ- | 

| ſes enough, mylelf, to ingroſs all my Concern, ] 

yet I ſhould think I deſerved them all, and more, i 


were I incapable of ſympathizing in the Misfor- 
tunes of others, 


To each his Sufferings, all are Men, 
Condemned alike to moan, 

The Feeling, for another's Pain, 
* The Unfeeling, for his own.” 


You may be aſſured that I was moſt highly 
delighted with the Account you give of my dear 
Child's good Diſpoſition : ew God to bleſs 
vou, him, and his little Siſter, and to preſerve 
ye all from the Peſtjlence that walketh by Nigöt, 
and the Arrow that flieth at Noon Day. This dread- 
ful Diforder that rages amongſt us at preſent, 
ought to awaken in us the moſt ſerious Thoughts 
of Eternity. All Ages, Sexes, and Conditions 
are liable to it; and who dare ſay their Turn 
may not be next! The Knell of a departed 
Friend ſhould knock at our Hearts, and rouze us 
from that lethargic Doze that too often lulls us 
even to our laſt Sleep, What Horrors ſhall then 
aſlail the Wretch, who wiſhes, in thoſe Mo- 
ments, that it was to remain ene! O let us think 
the fatal Inſtant now! for, taking Eternity into 
the Account, it is as certainly preſent as it will 
be future. | | 
When our Redeemer warns us to Take 10 
Heed for the Morrow, I always underſtood it in a 
Senſe which I never heard it explained in— That 
we ſhouid conſtantly conduct our Lives, in ſuch 
a Manner, as if each Day was to terminate our 
Mortality—Not deter Repentance, nor truſt our 

Salvation, 
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Salvation, *till the Morrow, leſt ſufficient to that 
Day ſbould be the Evil thereof ! ; 

I ſhall now quit this gloomy Subject, which 
has ſunk my Spirits, tho? it has raiſed my Hopes. 
I know you need not Mementoes, and it was to 
indulge my own, not to rouze your Reflections, 
that I have purſued theſe Thoughts. 

All this Family are in perfe& Health, thank 


God, and 


I am, &c. 


Frances. 


LETTER CCCLIIL 


Dear FaxNy, Maryborough. 
I AVE rode fifty Miles towards you this 


Day. I have not made ſuch a Journey ſince 
| began my Tour. Aſtronomers ſay, that Pla- 
nets recede ſlowly from the Sun, but precipitate 
their Motion on returning toward their Center. 
I am now within your Vertex, and was impatient 
to meet your Letter here, which J had the Plea- 
{ure of receiving the Moment I arrived. 

You ſay that is ſenſible and agreeable, 
but formal and old-maidiſh : It is ten Years 
ſince I have been in her Company, which may 
make a conſiderable Difference, at her "Time of 
Life. Maids and Bachelors are apt to contract 
particular Manners, in Proc-/s of Time; but, with 
this hopeful Difference, that the firſt become ra- 
ther too ſtrict in their Principles, and the others 
too free. | 

Beſides, tis natural to imbibe quaint Notions 
when People live alone; or, what is near as bad, 
are confined to one Set of Company, They conceive 

D 3 . a narrow 
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a narrow Way of Thinking ; degenerate into an 
Uncoothneſs of Addreſs; find it difficult to con- 
form to the eaſy Manners of the World, to mix 
in a more enlarged Converſe ; and, therefore, 
in their own Defence, are obliged to aſſume a 
Preciſeneſs, in order to diſguiſe their Aukward- 
neſs. She has Senſe, Wit, and Literature : She 
has every Proportion of antient ArchiteAwre ; but, 
for Want of Uſe, has mouldered to a Ruin. 
Attend to her with this connocente View, and 
you'll be able to pick up noble Fragments from 
the Rubbiſh. 
Adieu] my Life, and beſt Rbime to it. 


Your”s, 
Henry. 


— . ts. "7 — 8 „ the. tt. — —_— i — — r 


LE TITER CCCLIV. 


Dear FANNy, 


Y Cold is conſiderably inereaſed, ard my 
Hoarſeneſs ſo great, that writing this Let- 
ter to you is no more Trouble than it would coſt 
me to converſe with you, if preſent. I ſhall be 
bled as ſoon as I ſeal this. I drink warm Tar 
Water plentifully : ? Tis the true Aqua Vitæ; the 
other is Aqua Mortis rather. 
am pleaſed at an Expreſſion in your Letter, 
about Madame de Sevign#s Epiſtles, © that any 
Body could write ſuch Letters, provided they 
took no Pains,” I agree with you that they 
will not bear Tranſlation, nds there is no 
Matter in them. Your Letter of this, or of any 
Poſt, is worth a Volume of them. 
Now we talk of Books, I ſhall mention an Er- 
ror I met with in Orrery's Life of Swift, which 
I happened 
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I happened to meet with here. Where he is 
ſpeaking of Swift's Sextumvirate of Ghoſts, his 
Lordſhip miſtakes the elder for the younger Cato, 
This was great Inadvertence—the Claſs of He- 
roes pointed out the Man. Swift deſigned a 
Groupe of illuſtrious Antients, who had behaved 
with the greateſt Bravery and Fortitude in the 
Article of Death, either ſuffering it themſelves, 
or infliting it on their deareſt Connections, from 
the Spirit of Virtue. In this Light, the Cen/or 


{ has no Manner of Buſineſs in the Drama; the 
Perſonæ of which ſtand thus: 


Lucius Junius Brutus, 
Marcus Brutus. 
Socrates. 
Epaminondas. 

Cato Uticenfis. 

Sir Thomas More. 


'Tis remarkable that the ſecond Brutus was li- 
neally deſcended from the firſt; that one had 
aboliſhed kingly Government in Rome, and that 
the other, after an Interval of 465 Years, flew 
the Man who attempted to reſtore it. 

But his Lordſbip could net, did not, miſtake 
it, He was aware of the Impropriety : He men- 
tions it; but charges the Error upon Swift, 
meerly to introduce an invidious Parallel between 
him and the Cenſor, whom be charaQerizes equal- 
ly as Uſurers and Cynics. 

The Surgeon is juſt arrived, and I ſhall have 
ſuch a ſufficit of Welch Blood drawn off, as 
might ennoble the whole Creation of Peers late- 
ly made here, 

Adieu |! 


| Henry. 
D 4 L E T- 
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My dear HarRy, * 6 

OUR Manner of writing about coming to 
þ me has Something in it inexpreſſily galant 
and tender. The ſtrongeſt and beſt founded Paſ- 
ſions, between Perfons who happen not to be 
bleſſed with certain Manners and Affections, do 
in Time ſubſide ; but Worth, Politeneſs, and 
Tenderneſs, like thine, add conſtant Fuel to 
the Flame; ſupplying Embers ſtill, to cheriſh 
the calm Evening of our Lives. Were I a Be- 
liever in the Heathen Mythology, I ſhould ima- 
zine the God of Love (I would not ſay the God- 
deſs) had made my little Heart his Throne ; for 
I know no Perſon who has felt his Power of giv- 
ing Joy, or inflicting Pain, more than myſelf ; 
and, would Mr. Apollo but lend me a Ray of his 
Divinity, I think that Madam Sappho would 
not long remain unrivalled. 

You may ſee, by this Rhapſody, what an ex- 
hilarating Effect the Thoughts of your Preſence 
has upon my Spirits. But, ah! how ſoon are 
we to part again ! I know you will be angry with 
me for thus out-ſpeeding my Pleaſures, as you 
termed it once, but indeed I cannot help it. 

I have attempted the Work you recommended 
to me, but could do but little in it. Your Com- 
mands are not ſufficient, I need your Inſpiration 
too. Beſides, in a Work of Genius, there is 
no taſking one's felf ; for Wit, like Woman, 
has it's critical Minutes, 

Mrs. F is really a clever Woman: I am 
charmed with her. She flatters me, by fighting 
with me, on all Subjects, while ſhe gives up 
every Argument to and She is 
a perfect L*Enclo5-—bating her Morals. 

Did 


My AJ = — 


51 hope the laſt will be ys true. 


* Ds. 
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Did - ever hear any Thing equal to the Af- 
fair of ———, and poor Miſs 1 
hope, in 'God, and Chriſtian Charity, that the 
Wretch may ſurvive his Wounds, and live to re- 
pent, and be hanged. 

Adicu ! 


LETTER: CCCLYVE 


Dear FAN N, bs abt 
R. H, and Captain L , fought 
1 a Duel here, Yeſterday Morning. Their 
Quatrel was about Miſs T . Mr. H— 
was ſlightly wounded in the Shoulder. She had 
contracted herſelf to both of them, and has not 
yet determined which of the Rivals ſhall cuckold 
the other. 

I recolle& that you mult receive the Letter I 
wrote from by the ſame Poſt with this; 
and it would give me great Pleaſure to be certain 
that you ſhould happen to open the former firſt, 
becauſe I would not have it reſt upon your Mind 
the laſt ; your's which gave Occaſion to it, bas 
been quite obliterated from my Memory, by a 
Paſfage I met with this Morning in Ninon de L. 
Encles---* Quand c'eſt P Amour qui rend une fem- 
me injuſte, quand lui ſeul cauſe ſes vivacites, 

quel fera PAmant aſſez * _— pour s'en 

* plaindre ?? 

So kiſs, and Friends, int more. — heartily 
wiſh we could now do the firſt, as literally as I 


Moft cerdially Adieu | 


Er 
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LETTER CCCLVIL 


to 


Dear FaNxy, 


Zoar. 


1 SHE WE D our Friend here your Impromptu, 
i written the Day of your Miſcarriage, and he 
anſwered me epigrammatically, that, it fuch your 
* Avortemens, what muſt your + Accouchemens be 
He allowed it to have more of the elegant Sim- 
plicity of the antient Elegy, than any modern 
Ode he had ever ſeen. He added, that it was the 
beſt Thing even of your writing, and conſequent- 
ly infinitely better than any Thing of mine. He 
concluded, he was afraid that, from Lovers, we 
ſhould ſoon become Rivals, if you-go on excelling 
me at this Rate. 

His pretty Wife, who, if ſhe would write, 
could be the only Rival I ſhould fear for you, has 
got an Apartment fitted up for you at Tramore, 
and expects you every Tide. Mrs, _—— W. 
and Mrs. ———— D. were alarmed, as if a Shark 
had come on Shore, to hear that a Wit was com- 
ing down upon them : But Kitty calmed their Ap- 
prehenſions, by aſſuring them that you was 
the tameſt Animal of that ou nu Species, that 
ever was harboured among Fools, 

A melancholic Story ! Miſs ſupped [aſt 
Night chearfully, ſlept well, and this Morning 
awakened mad. Moſt of her raving is about ar 
Huſband. If this warm Weather, and the War, 
continue, Women will be obliged ſoon, like th- 
Amazons of old, to march off in Troops to the 
Continent, and pick up Lovers for themſelves. l 

I ſen 


of Miſearriage?, + Timely Births, 


| 
l 


It 
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[ ſend you ſome Papers which I cut out of the 
Chronicles that came here by the laſt Paquets--- 
Pray keep the Legend of Poverty by you, till we 
retire to ſome Cabin of our own, and then we'll 


frame and glaze it. 
Adieu my Life. 


The following is the Poem alluded to in the laſt 
| Letter, | 


ODE on CUPID. 


HOEBUS is ſtiPd the God of Wit, 
But I his Influence deny ; 
None e'er the Mark of Fame has hit, 
Who could Love's pleaſing Power defy. 


The Poet's and the Lover's Rays 
Are Sparks from one congenial Flame; 
True Paſſion muſt illume the Blaze 
Which warms the Heart, then mounts to Fame. 


Twas Lydia's Charms rais'd Horace? Verſe, 
Leſbia that made Catullus write; 

Twas Love that deck'd fair Laura's Herſe, 
And brought the Nut-brown Maid to light.. 


From Eloiſa's plaintive Tongue 
Such tender Accents ne' er had flow'd, 
Nor had we wept, nor had ſhe ſung, 
But for the little purblind God, 


Aſk Hagley's Muſe, whoſe love-lorn 'Tears 
Fell melting ſoft as feather'd Snow, 

If Titan's Shafts have pierc'd our Ears, 
Or Cupid launch'd the heart-felt Bow? 
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To Venus, Son, I tune the Lyre, 
Who firſt inſpir'd my Soul to write, 
He kindled my poetic Fire, 
And not the feebler God of Light. 


LETTER CCCLVIIT.. 


My dearefi HARR x, 

HAVE read Hermippus thro', and I received 
vaſt Entertainment from it; but, tho' I con- 
fidered it with the utmoſt Attention, I cannot 
poſitively determine whether the Author is ſeri- 
ous, or in Jeſt. Upon the whole, I conſider it 
as a Phyſical Romance; but, tho? I do not give 
Credit to every Thing he ſays, if I were a Woman 
of Fortune, I would certainly have the Primum 
Ens of Balm prepared, and give it to any Perſon 
ho preferred Mortality to Immortality, and that 
had falſe Courage enough to chuſe this State of 
rpetual Warfare, rather than endleſs Peace and 
everlaſting Bliſs.---For my own Part, I look up- 
on Death to be the greateſt Privilege of Human 
Nature; and I ſhould conſider any Attempt to 
prolong my Life beyond the uſual Span, as a 
Scheme to rob me of my Birtbrigbt; or rather as a 
vexatious Law Suit, that might for a few Years, 
delay the Poſſeſſion of a noble Inheritance, —_— 

I was born to.---Now don't fancy that this ju 
Contempt of Life proceeds from Lowneſs of 
Spirits, for indeed I am never ſo truly chearful as 
when I think of Death in a proper and religious 
Light; nor have'l, at this Time, any particular 
Thoughts of dying ; but am, thank God, much 
better than when I wrote laſt ; and hope to have 
the Pleaſure of meeting my dear Horry, and our 


goed 
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good Friends at Danesfort, in perfect Health and 
Spirits, on Sunday next. 


V then Adieu ! 


— „ 


LETTER CCCLIX. 


Dear FAN Nx, 

Y Head Ach has left me I apprehended 
ſome Conſequences from it, but am con- 
vinced now, that it was only the Barometer of 
this Week's heavy Rain; for, when the Weather 

cleared up, I did ſo too. 
My Cholic, however, continues; but Lady 
F has made me her Patient, and, like 
Sancho's Phyſician, extends her Wand over every 


Thing almoſt that TI like to eat or drink. She of- 


fers me Stoughton often, but there is Brandy in it, 
and you know what a remarkable Dramapbabia 1 
have ever had upon me. 

She has read your Amana, and is highly plea- 
ſed with it: But ſhe is angry with you for poiſor. 
ing the Heroine. O/min and Caled's killing ore 
another was very well ; and ſhe would have had 
Fatima cut her Throat in Deſpair. This, ſhe 
ſaid, would have been full Tragedy enough: 
Ad then how eaſily had it been for Nauradin and 
Amana to have mounted the Throne, by the 
Help of Hamet, who had been ſo lately Genera- 
liſſi mo of the Army. 

} I think her Ladyſhip's Hint would have been 
a very good one for a Dramatic Poem, as it 
now ſtands; but would not have done ſo well 
for a Dramatic Repreſentation, as you firſt 
deſigned it: for, according to the Stage Moral, 


Virtue is always to ſuffer, and all the Juſtice 
you 
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you were left at Liberty to execute, was to poiſe 
the Manichean Principle, and equally to puniſh 
Vice. 


Adieu 


LETTER CcCLX. 


Dear FANN, | 

Received your polite Letter—Pray return 

my Love to Mrs. No, ſhe had that 
before---But preſent my Acknowledgments to 
her, for the kind Opinion ſhe has ex preſſed of 
me. I can have no Merits to any of our mutual 
Friends, but what ariſe from my Behaviour to- 
wards you---Do, if you can, let them ſtill ap- 
pear Merits, by concealing your own. 


Among the large Catalogue of Engliſh Poets 


which I have never read, Denham is one. I met 
with him this Morning, in the Parlour Window, 
In his Preface to the DeſtiruAion of Troy, there 
is a Paſſage ſimilar to ſome Part of my Eſſay on 
Claſſic Tranſlation, which. you have inſerted in 
your Ninon, I am always pleaſed when I meet 
with ſuch Concurrences- They flatter me, as if 
I might be inwardly enlightened with ſome ſmall 
Ray of Genius. 

In that Preface, and in his Lines to Sir Jabn 
Fanſhaw, on his Tranſlation of Paſtor Fido, you 
will find Arguments ſufficient to ſupport your 
free and unconſtrained Tranſlation of Ninon de 
L*Enclos. In ſhort, the very Method in which 
that Work has been performed, is perfectly a- 
greeable to the Rules there laid down ; which 


are, as far as I have met with, purſued in your 
Work only. 


I have 
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I have neicher ſeen, nor heard from, the abdi- 
cating Knight, ſince I came into the Country. 
He 1s, I believe, aſhamed at having ceded the 
Country, poorly to compound for a Borough, 
which was already his own. But it was a nt 
Meaſure, which his own [mprudence had ren- 
dered abſolutely neceſſary to him at preſent. 

Bleſſing to my Children 

Adieu ! 


LETTER CCCLXI. 


* dear HARRx, 
As laſt Night at the India Warehouſe, for 
the firſt Time ſince I came to Town. You 
eannot imagine what a Shock I felt Every 
Thing and Perſon I ſaw, reminded me of the 
dear little Miſtreſs of the Houſe, and a Flood of 
Tears was the Conſequence of that Recollection. 
I think that this local Kind of Grief, is, of all 
others, the ſtrongeſt for the Time ; and proves 
that Imagination has more Power over our Paſ- 
ſions, than we are aware of; for I am as truly 
ſorry for our dear Polly, this Day, as I was Yel- 
terday ; but my Grief is not of that impetuous 
Nature which requires the Relief of Tears. 

I got my Night Gown by the Stage, and thank 
my dear Wardrobe Keeper for his Trouble, I 
am very ſorry to hear your Son has ſuch an early 
Propenſity to Galantry ; I think a little Birch, 
properly applied, might cure him of it. 

Pray what is the Meaning of the Word 
4 future,” in Mr. W 's Advertiſement : 
I think it ſounds like a Kind of RefleQion on 
his paſt ConduQ---I wiſh it was ſtruck out, or 
explained, I fend you the Quotations you 

deſired 


* 
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deſired, and your Fiddle-String and Bridge, 
which I forgot to encloſe laſt Poſt, tho? they 
lay on the Table by me------But I am not a 
Cæſar, and there are generally two or three Per- 
ſons talking to me while F write, The Paquets 
are not come in, of Courſe no Order for Mourn- 
ing The Ladies quite at a Loſs about that im- 
portant Article, their Dreſs—All the genteel 
Folks remain in Colours— Tis ſaid, the Ladies 
are to wear black Cloth, for Dreſs ; and Bomba- 
zeen, trimmed with Hatband Crape, for Un- 
dreſs: But this is all Conjecture; which at- 
fords great Speculation to the Curious. I have 
got the Manuſcript from Mr. : He gives 
righteous Judgment on it; and is, of Courſe, with 
me, a ſecond Daniel; I think I might have 
ſaid Solomon. He pronounces it the clevereſt Wri- 
ting that has appeared theſe many Years——1 
ſhould find it pleaſant, perhaps, to think as he 
does—1I wiſh, at leaſt, chat the Bookſeller would 
think ſo too. 
© rs my affectionate Compliments to Mr. and 
rs. 
my own dear Harry's truly affectionate Wife. 


Frances. 


a 


LETTER CCCLXII 


My dear Faxxy,  Danesfort, 
I AM extremely ſorry to hear your Cold conti- 

nues---I did not expe it would mend in Dub. 
In Air; therefore you may remember I offered 
to ſpend a Week longer with you at Shrewle, 
However, three or four Days ſtaying within, with 
proper Regimen, will ſet you up again; and the 
leaſt Careleſſneſs now may confine you all the 
Time 


, and all Friends; and believe me 


— 
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Time you purpoſed ſtaying in Town, and render 
Dublin even duller than you have found it yet. I 
don't doubt what you ſay of it.---I always find 
it ſo myſelf--Tis like the Senſation of a Limb 
lopped off; according to your Quotation from 
Pope.---You fee the Expediency of inculcating 
good Habits; for, if they ſtick ſo cloſe to us, 
what will the bad ones do, which they ſay are 
ſtronger ? | 

I know Nothing, upon Honour, of the extra- 
ordinary Scene you mention---exeept it be this, 
that both Kate and I wiſhed you there often; 
which was neither galant on one Side, nor fro- 
lickſome on the other, tor a Gentleman and Lady 
in a Bed- chamber. Y ou need not have cautioned 
me from putting on a grave Face at that Para- 
graph of our Letter; for I know your own Senſe 
muſt inſtru you, that the Lady would hardly 
tell any Thing worth being ſerious about, had 
there been any Thing worth concealing. | 

But there is another Paragraph which makes 
me really ſerious poor Peggy ! All honeſt Peo- 
pie, becauſe they ſuſpe& not, are cheated. This 
World was made—not for Cz/ars—but for Scoun- 


drels. 
Adieu ! 


LETTER CCCLXIII. 


Dear FAN Nx, | Kilfane. 
HAVE ſent off the Manuſcript,* by . the Ye- 
ſterday's Stage, as you directed. I would not 
have you communicate it to any one, IE 
ave 


The firſt Volume of the Triumvirate; or, The 
authentic Memoirs of A. B. and C. ſince publiſhed, 


Fd 
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have ſent me your own Opinion. I need not 
deſire you to be ſincere, for indeed you are always 
ſo. I hope as much in your Praiſe of me, as in 
your Reproof of ſome of my Writings. You are 
generally a ſeverer Critic on mine, than I ever 
was upon your's—Not that I am more indulgent, 
but that you are more correct. The Truth is, 
that you never hazard, and I always do. In 
ſhort, I dare more, and conſequently you execute 
better, 

I dined Yeſterday at ——, and her Lady- 
ſhip looks extremely ill, and really is ſo; and 
as uſual, will do Nothing for herſelf. There ne- 
ver was any Creature ſo prodigal of both Health 
and Beauty, I was fo affected at ſeeing ſo amia- 
ble a Woman in ſuch a Condition, that I pro- 
poſed a Scheme to my Lord, to ſave her Life, 
which I am certain would have it's Effect. It 
was to ſettle an Annuity of Two Hundred Pounds 
a Year on me, during her Life; and what 
ſhe could never be brought to do, on her own 
Account, ſhe would generouſly do for the Sake of 
another. Whenever ſhe ſhould recolleR, that 
the Eaſe and Happineſs of a whole Family, de- 
pended on on her Health, I dare ſay ſhe would not 
fit, for an Hour, as ſhe did the other Evening, 
in a Grove, with a Bliſter on her Back. Philo- 
ſophers ſay, that all Human Nature is liable to 
Temptation, ſince the Fall; but her Bribes 
muſt be Something ot this delicate and liberal 
Nature, | 

This Family go ſoon to Glaſcow, to ſettle their 
Son at College there. I really think that he will 
be reſponſible for the higheſt — they can 
poſſibly give him. He has all the French Live- 
lineſs, and Nongbalance of his Mother, with that 
friendly Warmth of Sentiment, which J have 


perſonally 
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perſonally experienced in his Father. They are 
both to ſpend next Winter here, and invite us for 
the Seaſon. 

I never feel myſelf perfectly at Home, but at 
this Place. Mulc Books, and rural Sejours ; 
Eaſe, Chearfulneſs, and Hoſpitality. 

Let me hear from you by Return of the Poſt, 
and believe me, with Exceſs of Love, if Exceſs 
can be in loving you, my deareſt Fanny, with Ho- 
nour, Truth, and Conſtancy, your truly affec- 
tionate Huſband, 

Henry. 


——_— ul. lt... — — 


LETTER CccLXIV. 


Dear Harry, 

Received the Manuſcript, and do acknow- 

ledge myſelf charmed with the Spirit of the 
Writing. It hurries one on ſo faſt, that I actually 
read myſelf out of Breath, the firſt Hour, with- 
out opening my Lips, except in one or two Paſ- 
ſages, which I could not reſiſt repeating aloud. 
The Epiſode is beautiful; and, as Miſs Beville 
ſays, © I wept and wordered, both at the Virtue 
and the Vice of the Recital. 

I muſt here make my Acknowledgments to 
you, for the too kind Compliments you pay me, 
in the Deſcription of that Lady. I am not vain 
enough to challenge the Likeneſs, either in her 
Character, or Perſon; but the Circumſtances 
of our Fortunes, and the Situation of our Loves, 
are ſo perfectly parallel, that I can have no 
Doubt of the Alluſion. And yet, in the very 
Midſt of your Panegyric, I find I could not 
eſcape without a Wipe. The farcaſtical Spirit 
of your Family muſt break out, now and * 

| er 
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© Her Senſe was of the true feminine Kind, it con- 
* ſiſted rather in a Quickneſs of Apprehenſion, 
* and a delicate Taſte, than a firong Judgment. 
Pray, Mr. Trigliph, is this becauſe I have never 
read Smigleſmrs ? Or are you till fo bad a Philo- 
pher, as to diſtinguiſh Souls into Genders ? 

I can trace all your Characters up to real Per- 
ſons, either from the Likeneſs, or the Facts; in 
both of which my Couſin Jactſon, of Carberry, 
ſtands apparent in the Deſcription of the worthy 
Clergyman : But I am quite at a Lofs for the 
Condiſciple; I find no Reſemblance among any 
of your Acquaintance. I am puzzled too about 
your Etbelinda. Are theſe Creatures of the Brain, 
or propria Perſong's? By your giving her my 
poetical Name, I ſhould imagine you meant to 
divide me into two Characters, as you have ap- 
parently ſplit yourflf into three namely, A. B. 
and C. But neither Deſcription, nor other Cir- 
cumſtance, can be wrought into a Parallel be- 
tween the two Ethelinda's. | 

But it was plain enough before, that you never 
meant to trouble . any farther about me, 
by putting me inhumanly to Death, fo prema- 
turely.— What Neceflity was there for this, 
I pray you? *Tis contrary to all Rules of Novel, 
as you confeſſed yourſelf, I own my Weakneſs, 
I felt aukward about it. What would you thirk, 
if you ſaw me take out my Penknife, and. dart 
it thro” your Picture? But this is carrying the 
Reflection too far, and I impute it intirely to the 
Caprichio's of your unſyſtematical Manner of 
Writing. However, thus far I muſt take the 
Liberty to ſay, that, if you make Andrews marry 
again, if ever you bring a Step-Mother over lit- 
tle Harry, and la petite Fanzhon, I ſhall actually 

| be 
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be apt to believe my firſt Jealouſy may have had 


ſome Foundation. 
I am extremely ſorry for the Account you give 


of Lady „that perfect Model of the Gre- 
cian Venus, Your Scheme for her Recovery, I 
think, would certainly anſwer; but, in Lieu of 
it, I wiſh ſhe would, be once convinced, that the 
neglecting of her Health is a Crime. This would 
anſwer full as well, 

What you ſaid to his Lordſhip, upon this Oc- 
caſion, was well enough; the Compliment was 
pretty and juſt, My Lord is a Joker, as well as 
you, and ſo it paſſed off: But that Manner of 
ſpeaking has often diſtreſſed me in you, among 
Strangers, or mixed Company. You ſay Things 
of the oddeſt Kind, frequently, with ſo ſincere a 
Countenance, that Perſons who are not acquaint- 
ed with your Character and Whim, take you to 
be ſerious; and I have heard ſome of them re- 
peated again, to your Diſadvantage. 

I ſhall take your Word about Gervy. I don't 
know enough of him to judge myſelf, but I hope 
your Prophecy may be fulfilled, for the Sake 
of his Father and Mother, whom 1 know and 
love. 

I am impatient for the ſecond Volume of your 
Manuſcript. * — I expe& it ſoon, for you write 
every Thing with an amazing Rapidity.--Per- 
haps *tis this, by a Stroke of Sympathy, that 
hurries on the Reader at ſuch a Rate. 

Adieu! my dear Andrews. Harry and Fangbon 


are both well, and their Mother l alive, to bleſs 
them. | | | 


f \ 


Frances, 


' * See Letter CCI. 
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LETTER CCCLXY. 


Dear FAaNNy, Monday, — Belvedere. 

HIS is the ſweeteſt Place in Ireland. I have 

no paſtoral Deſcription in me, tho? this 

riſes to the epic) or I could fill a Sheet of Paper, 

on the SybjeQ---I ſhall never be ſatisfied till you 

ſee it. I honour your Taſte, for dropping Tears 

at the Lake of Killarney. 0 

I came here but Yeſterday, for I was detained 

at two Days longer than I deſigned to 

have ſtaid there --- But poor Ragetin had met with 

ſome new Diſtreſs, which required me to help 
him out of. 

I called at , and at , in my Way 
hither, but the melancholic and offenſive Sights 
of the bookleſs ſauntering Youths, at both Places, 
prevented me from ſtaying above Half an Hour in 
either. This Age is ſo illiterate, that I ___ 
believe the next will hardly know how to read, 
or write; and, before this Century ſhall be clo- 
ſed, it is not impoſſible but any one, who can 
then be able to commit a Speech or Sentence to 
Writing, may pals for a Conjurer, who can paint 
one's T bougbts upon Paper. 

My Letters, on this Circuit, can be Nothing 
elſe 8 of my Travels; ſo proceed us 
on our Way, and [ ſhall carry this Letter with 
me to the next Poſt Town. A 


Tueſday.---Ginnets. 
I came from Belvedere to Dangan, this Morn- 
ing, but his Lordſhip was gone to Dublin. 
ha 


t's to be done! No 'Town near me, but 
Trim, at three Miles Diſtance ; which would 
have 
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have been ſix Miles out of my zig-Zag Courſe; 
the Day extremely hot; and I fatigued.---Is 
there not a Gentleman, in this Neighbourhood, 
an old Acquaintance of mine, within a Quarter 
of a Mile ? I never forget my old Friends, and 
there is ſometimes an Advantage in this obſolete 
Principle.---I came here, and was received with 
all the Heartineſs and Hoſpitality imaginable.--- 
They are a very agreeable Family in this Houſe 
—Eaſe, Good-Humour, and Gordiality, are 
comfortable Inmates. | 

The Poſt goes out but twice a Week, from 
this Country, therefore I ſhall carry this Letter 
on with me To-morrow, in order to write you a 
Paragraph from my next Stage. 


Wedneſday.---Caſile Bellingham. 

I have a Relation in this 'Town---As ſoon as I 
alighted, I called to inquire if he was at Home, 
and was told by the Servant, that he was in Dub- 
lin, but his Lady and her ten Children were juſt 
fitting down to Dinner---I never ſaw any of 
them What ſhould I do with a ſtrange Woman, 
and ten ſtrange Children ! the Majority of them 
Girls, to be ſure, by the Laws and Oeconomy 
of Providence ! I fled for the ſame, and retired 
to my Inn, to cloſe this Letter. 

I have ſhifted Climates frequently, fince we 
parted---I am now a Degree and an Half from 
you, which is Half a Degree more than I have 
ever ſtrayed from you yet, fince we were married. 
Every Day grows warmer with you, while each 
grows colder ſtill with me, However, this gives 
me no Latitude, for my Affections, remaining 
conſtantly under your Meridian, preſerve ſtill the 
lame ſouthern Temperature. 

I am, my deareſi Fanny, 
Tour's, from Pole to Pole, 
L E T- 
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LETTER CCCLXVL 


Wexford. 


HAVE ſuffered the ſevereſt Inquietude, at 

not hearing trom my deareſt Harry, for many 
Reaſons, particularly on Account of your ill State 
of Health: Yet, 1 am ſure, you are not to blame; 
*tis the Diſtance and Aukwardneſs of our Situa- 
tions, that occaſions this Diſappointment, I 
have not heard from Dublin ſince I came here, 
which adds to my Unezfineſs, as I am very ap- 
prehenſive my poor Fanny 1s in Danger. * Nor 
© Peace, nor Eaſe, that Heart can know, c. 

have met with The Dialogues of the Dead; 1 
like ſome of them extremely; but, in general, 
as far as I have yet read, I think they want Spi- 
rit. There is a Paſlage in that between Macbia- 
vel and Guiſe, which I ſhall copy here, as I think 
it ſupports — Argument with Regard to the 
Writings of Ninon, which you forced me to pub- 
liſh, both againſt my Opinion, and my Will. 
Guiſe.] When you were a Miniſter of State 
in Florence, if any Man had publiſhed a Book, 
to inſtru his Countrymen in the Art of poi- 
foning, and how to do it with the moſt 
certain Deſtruction to others, and Security 
to themſelves, would you have allowed 
him to plead, in his Juſtification, That he 
did not deſire Men to poiſon their Neigh- 
bours, but, if they would take ſuch evil 
© Methods of mending their Fortunes, there could 
© be no Harm in letting them know, what were 
* the moſt effectual Poiſons, and by what Means 
they might give them without being diſco- 
< yered? Would you have thought it a ſufficient 


* Apology 


a WW to wt 
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* Apology for him, that he had dropped, in 
* his Preface, or, here and there, in his Book, 
* an Exhortation againſt the committing of Mur- 
der? Without all Doubt, as a Magiſtrate, con- 
* cerned for the Safety of the People of Florence, 
* and all Mankind, you would have puniſhed the 
* Wretch with the utmoſt Severity, and taken 
great Care to deſtroy every Copy of ſo pernici- 
* ous a Book: Yet your own admired Work con- 
* tains a more baneful and helliſh Art ; it poiſons 
States and Kingdoms, and ſpreads it's Maligni- 
ty, like a general Peſtilence, over the World.“ 

Pray give me your Opinion of this Paſſage, 
and how far you think it applicable to the Caſe 
in Point? Don't copy after Dives Brothers; 
* who would not be perſuaded, tho' one roſe from 
* the Dead.” 

This Place is dull enough; no Water Drink- 
ers but ourſelves; the People of the Town are 
ſtupid and formal; the very Elements are averſe 
to Literature, for Writing and Reading are abſo- 
lutely forbidden to all who drink the Waters, on 
Pain of Megrims and Deliriums; fo that we ſhall 
return wholly illiterate ; but, what we want in 
Knowledge, we ſhall make up in Beauty, for our 
Complexions are already much improved. The 
Waters agree very well with us; we riſe every 
Morning before Eight, which is reckoned very 
late here ; we uſe a vaſt Deal of Exerciſe, which 
is abſolutely neceſſary to carry off the Spirit of 
the Waters, which are vaſtly ſtrong. My Head 
is at this Moment quite giddy, Don't write by 
Gowran, every one ſays tis the worſt Way. 

Adieu] my deareſt Life. I hope To-morrow's 
Poſt will bring me an Acount of my dear Harry's 
Health and Happineſs, which will add tly to 

Vor. III. 2 E 25 he 
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the Portion of each, which is allotted to his af. 
fectionate Wife, | 


Frances. 


LETTER cCecLxXVlI. 
My dear Harry, 


I Actually think I would not live in this Town, 
if they would give me Five Hundred Pounds 
a Year, there is Something ſo very provoking in 
the Poſt. I have had not a Line from you fince 
this Day Se*nnight. I thovght when we had done 
with Gowran Poſt, that our Letters would paſs 
regularly, but I begin to deſpair of their getting 
into a right Method, during our Abſence. I had 
the Pleaſure of hearing from my Mother, laſt 
Poſt, that our dear Fangbon is quite recovered, and 
but little marked. I hope next Poſt will bring 
me an Account of your having ſettled Harry at 
School, and of your ſafe Arrival at Be/jaff. I ad- 
dreſſed my laſt Letter to Dangan, I hope you have 
received that, and all former ones. I have had a 
violent Pain in my Head, theſe two Days, which 
is, I believe, occaſioned by a little Irregularity ; 
but I will be good, and well, immediately. 

I have with great Difficulty_to my Eyes, and 
Satisfaction to my Mind, finiſhed The Dialogues 
of the Dead. I think the Author bas ſhewn him- 
ſelf a fine Moraliſt, a judicicus Critic, ard, I be- 
lieve, an able Stateſman.— Oft this laſt Character 
I have not the leaſt Knowledge, but Truth ard 
Senſe, joined, will force Conviction on the moſt 
ignorant Mir d, or give it, at leaſt, a Sort cf feel- 
ing Demonſtration, I admire many of the Dia- 


logues extremely, but I love that, between Brutus 


and Atticus, the beſt,---1he Warmth; and Spirit 
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of exalted Virtue, is finely contraſted with the 
cool, unloving, ſtoic Tenets, that, like the low 
Minds of theſe our Days, are ſure to riſk nothing 


for their Friends, but as the Vulgar have it, 


take Care of One.” | 

I am alſo extremely pleaſed with the Dialogue 
between Portia, Arria, and Ofavia ; and highly 
applaud the Juſtice of Mines, for giving a high- 
er Place in Elyſiem to the laſt, than the other 
two, As a Woman, I declare, I ſhould think it 
much eaſier to die for an amiable and affeQionate 
Huſband, than to bear repeated and unmerited 
Injuries, from one, whom, notwithſtanding his 
Cruelty, I loved. If I go on praiſing every Dia- 
logue that I like, I ſhall not have finiſhed my 
Panegyric Time enough for the Poſt, I will there- 
fore change Sides, and begin to find Fault ; but 


[ ſhall quickly have done, as I declare there is but 


one amongſt them which I diſlike. I hope I de 
„ rather as a Critic, than a Woman. It is that 
between Mercury and Mrs. Modiſh. The firſt 
Part of it puts me ſtrongly in Mind of an old, 
Ballad, called Death and the Lady : And the lat- 
ter Part is filled with trite Morals, and Sarcaſms 
zrainſt Women, with which Farces and old-faſh- 


joned Satires abound, and has not a Bit more 


Wit or Humour, than the Converſation between 
Mercury and the fine Lady in Lethe, from which, 
indeed, this Digalogue feems to be taken. 


It vexes me that I muſt ſend off this Letter, be- 
fore the Poſt comes in; but what was ſaid of the 


College Boy is verified here, for I really think 
the Poſt goes out ten Times, for once it comes 
in. | | 
Adieu] my deareſt Life. I keep up ny 4 
its with the pleaſing Hope, that a few Hours 


vill afford me the Satisfaction of hearing that you 
ire well, and happy: Long, very long, ma) 
E 2 you 


* 
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you continue ſo, is the fervent Wiſh of your ſin- 
cerely affe&ionate Wife. Frances. 


. 


LETTER ccœlxvm. 
My dear FAN NY Belfaſt. 


CAME hither Yeſterday, at Noon.--I was, 
| FEET my Horſe, was, 
7 | 


over the Newry Mountains, in my Rovte, 
which are moſt ſtupendous Excreſcencies of Na- 


ture---Pelion upon Ofſa heaped. The navigable 


Canals that are cut thro* this Country give a great 
Air of Buſineſs, and Grandeur, to it. The whole 
Province is juſt ſuch Kind of Ground, as I deſcri- 
bed formerly to you, when I was at Calliden, and 
Clogher. We are almoſt at the Extreme of our 
Northern Continent here. Sas 

The Inns, all along this Road, are miſerably 
bad.---They told me ſuch and fuch an Inn was 
good; which are judged ſo, meerly by Compa- 
riſon, becauſe there are many worſe.---But the 
beſt I have met with, ſhall henceforth make me 
eſteem Timolin, a Palace, I have neither, read, 
or wrote, ſince J parted from you, except my 
Letters to you. I hurry away, at ſuch a Rate, 
that I have not Time to ſettle to any Manner of 
Study; and 1 have loaded my Cloak-bag with 
Books and Papers, to no Manner of Purpoſe; ſo 
that I may be ſaid, literally, but not /itzrately, to 
follow my Studies, as the Servant rides generally 


before. This is our Way in Jreland, which the 


Engliſh laugh at, as they always make the Ser- 
vant attend behind. But you know I am a Man 
of Form, and I have read, that in all Proceſſions, 
the Principals march laſt. All I can, therefore, 
give 


artily tired. I paſ- 
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ive an Account of, in Travels, like 
moſt — Gentlemen, is of the Inns on, the 
Road, which I have already given you my Ex- 


perience of. 11 22h 

A propos, of travelled Beaux The —— carte 
here, laſt Night---I had taken Poſſeſſion of the 
State Apartment ; but, overhearing ſome Alter- 
cation between him and the Landlord, about it, 
I ſtept forth, and offered to cede the Room to 
him ; for, as I did not mean to hold a Levee 
there, any other Chamber would ſerve me as 
well. The came up, and returned me 
Thanks, but declined my Politeneſs--He ſpoke 
ſome good French, and ſome bad Engliſh ; and 1 
replied m the Reverſe. His Valet was attendi 
him, with an Armful of Books. This is the Dif- 
ference between user 
Petit Maitre reads. They are Coxcombs, but we 
are Blockheads. His coming to Town, was on 
Account of an Aſſembly and Ball, held here laſt 
Night. I was preſſed to go, by Mr. Fur ter's Fa- 
mily, but I told them I had no Curioſity to ſee an 
1 held under the Pole. | 

I paſſed thro? Liſburn, Yeſterday 3 which, from 
the Situation, being on the Side of a Hill, over 
a navigable River, muſt have taken its Denomi- 
nation from Liſbon in Portugal, the Name corrupt 
ed, If my Father had been with me, he would 
have ſworn that the Story of the Earthquake had 
been all a Forgery, for the Town ſtands exactly 
as the foreign Liſbon did, when he ſaw it fifty 
Years ago, The Tagus does not run thro? it in- 
d:ed, but the Teague does, which perhaps, is a 
Corruption alſo. SEN | 

I have thoroughly inſtructed myſelf in the Na- 
ture of my Employment here; for I am glad to find 
that the Port of Belfaſtis comprehended within my 
Diſtrict.— There cannot be any Manner of Im- 


E 3 | poſition | 


zynefs.--- The verieſt 


& 
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poſition upon me; for my Profits ariſe from the 
Imports and Exports of Carrickfergus, Belfaſt, and 
Larne; the Fees are ſpecified by Act of Parlia- 
ment ; and the Books of Entries are ſigned by 
the Collector, my Deputy, and. the Surveyor of 
this Port ; ſo that, unleſs they all three join, to 
cheat the Revenue, I cannot be impoſed upon. 

I ſend you a Paper, publiſhed here; it was 
firſt ſet on Foot and eſtabliſhed, by a Taylor, in 
this Town ; who by meer Dint of Genius, made 
the Types, the Ink, the Paper and the Preſs. He 
has retired, upon an eaſy Fortune; and has re- 
figed the Buſineſs to his Sons. A Taylor and 
Literature ! But this is a keen Air, which, per- 
haps, may ſharpen Wit, as well as Appetite. 
There are two well wrote Parrallels in it. Our 
ſtupid Lenſter Journal, at $5. a Year Sub- 
ſcription ; and this Man has made a Fortune, at 

But, indeed, they read more in the North, 
than the South. 1 have met with twenty Book- 
ſellers Shops, on this Circuit; and there is not 
one from Dublin to Cork. 1 
My Compliments to all Friends in the Anti- 

s, and believe me to be dear Farny's truly af- 
fectionate Huſband and Emigrant. | 


Henry. 


LETTER CCCLXIX. 


My dear HARRY, 

HAVE been very ill theſe three Days, and, 

as I ſtill continue ſo, have ſome Reaſon to 
tear the worſt is not over. I have made too free 
with myſelf, by drinking the Waters, &s. and 
am ſorry for it now, both for your Sake, and 
my 
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my own. I thank you ſincerely for your kind 


Wiſber, and I hope they will fome Time or other 
take Place. I have felt many of the ſame Sort, for 
you; and have grudged myſelf ever ry Pleaſure, 
both mental and local, which you did not parti- 
cipitate. I have often, without a Parody, ap- 
plied ParnePs Lines to Health, to you. 


« Of what avail the Beauties that I ſee ? 
Ah ! taſteleſsall, ſince unenjoy'd with thee | He. 


Theſe are the Delicacies of Love, which none 
but refined Souls are capable of reliſhing, and 
from which we ſkilful Chymiſts can elaborate a 
Kind of artificial Happineſs : For I inſiſt upon it, 
that the tender Regret which we feel, for the 
Abſence of a Perſon we love, on ſuch Occaſions, 


is infinitely more delightful than the bare Enjoy- 


ment of any Pleaſure, free from thoſe elegant 
Senſations. But, at the ſame Time, I readily 


grant, that theſe make-ſhift Pleaſures fall ſhorty. 


very far ſhort, of mutual Delight. 

If you knew what Pain I write i in, you wolf 
be aſtoniſhed at my Treatiſe on Pleaſure : but 
you will make a Scarron of me at laſt: I am not 
vain enough to mean Madame Scarron. 


J have juſt now had the Doctor with me; e 
has adviſed me to go immediately to Bed—L 


obey reluQtantly, as I cannod flatter myſelf with 


the Hopes of dreaming of you; for | might as 


well think of ſleeping in a Mill, as where I lye, 
*till all the Family are in Bed, and 'tis now neh 
Noon: But neither Pain or Noiſe ſhall prevent 
my thinking of, and of Courſe loving you, with 
Fondneſs and Eſteem. 


The Poſt don't go out 'till To-morrow ; if I 
am better, I will tell you ſo. Fanny is quite re- 


covered, thank God. Have you heard from 
our dear Harry ? ot make my ſincere Compli- 
ments 
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ments to your friendly Hoſt. My preſent $: 

tion — me ſtrongly of bis Kindneſs, tho 
I hope I don't want any Thing to revive my 
Gratitude. I go on ſcribbling, tho” ſcarce able 
to hold the Pen ; but I am always ſorry to bid 


you 
| Adieu / 
Saturday Morning. / Frances, 


Aire eft fait. But I am, thank God, out 
of Danger. | 


- 


LET TER CCCLXX. 
Af tear Fax ny, 


Ardmagh, the glorious 

| I of Auguſt. 
Received your Letter, directed to Trim, ſent 
after me to Belfuft, I deſire not a Line from 

you, If it interferes with your. Waters Tho', 

perhaps, you paſs that on me, for a lazy Apo- 


left Belfaſt Yeſterday Morning, and had a 
Dream on Horſeback. I was paſling thro' the 
Village of ——, and my Eye was caught by 
a Houſe, placed in the moſt romantic Situation 
imaginable. I inquired who lived there, and, 
when I heard the Name, and conſidered the 
Country I was in, I recollected that the Lady 
had been formerly a Miſtreſs of mine --— She was 
retty, and Fifteen, when I was amorous, and 
Fiabicen, We have had frequent Paſtime of 
catch as catch can, together, or let each fit down 
with their Loſs. She thought I would have mar- 


ried 
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fhort, ſhe was innocent, and I'was 
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ried her, and I did not think ſhe would have re- 
quired ſo much. At laſt, we both of us fouid 
out our Miſtake, and fo happily parted, withoat 
any Manner of Damage to either In 
'Tis 
an Hundred and Fifty Years ago, but Memory, 
like a Calenture, preſented the Elyſian Fields of 
Youth before me, and the Whole felt like a 
_ or . Dream. Bulf | 

A Gentleman at Belfaſt was mm Hoſtage on 
Board of Tburet's 22 he received his 
mortal Wound : His dying mand to his 
Lientenant, was to fight bis little Squadron, 
while any one Ship could live above Water ; and 
then expired, and was thrown overboard. 

We have had ſurprizing Weather, during the 
whole Courſe of my Tour----I rejoice in it allo, . 
on your Account, at the Spa. I think that No- 
thing in Nature can exceed the Beauties of 
this whole northern Province A fine Country, 
excellent Land, great Plantations, noble Seats, 


good Roads, and indefatigable Induſtry.--— The 


Sound of Spinning-Wheels, Looms, and Bleach- 
Mills, with all the bu/y Hum of Men, have not 
been out of my Ears, for theſe three Weeks paſt, 
during a Circuit of 200 Miles. ſhall fall afleep 
when I return to the South. 


Adieu ! my dear Antipode, ſtill. 


LETTER CCCEXAL 


My Heart's dear Lovs. 
HAVE the ſincereſt Pleaſure in telling you, 
that I am, I bleſs God for it, ſurprizingly 
well, after my diſagreeable Adventure. To-mor- 
row ] hope to be able to take the Air. I am 
E 5 heartily 
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heartily vexed at your not receiving my Letters; 
I took-great Pains to give you an Account of the 
little I have read, ſince we parted, as I fancied 
that giving my Opinion on ſuch Subjects, would 
bepleaſing to you; and indeed, my Dear, I never 
read, write, or perform even the more trifling 
Duties of Life, without a proper and fixed Atten- 
tion to my ſole View, that of rendering myſelf 
agreeable to the beſt Huſband, and moſt amia- 
ble Man breathing. 

Tho' my Letters are of little Conſequenee, 
yet I ſhould be glad you could recover them: I 
will therefore tell you, as well as I can recollect, 
how they were addrefſed----T wo to Carlow, Two 
to Kilkenny, One to Trim, One to Belfaſi, and 
Four to Roſcommon. You ſee, by this Account, 
that I have not miſſed a Poſt, that it was poſſible 
for me to write by, - 

Exerciſe is certainly the beſt Medicine, tho? I 
am ſorry I uſed ſo much of it ; but, if it reſtores 
_ Health, I ſhall gladly compound for what 

have ſuffered, and acknowledge myſelf its Debt- 
or. Your Account of Thurot has made me grieve 
for him-—I can't help being ſorry for a brave 
Man, tho” an Enemy. | 

How earneſtly do I wiſh I could exchange the 
Pleaſure of writing to you, for that of converſing 
with you ? But I am afraid it will be a long Time 
before I have that Happineſs ; for I am ſure our 
Friends here, will not think of leaving this hateful 
Place, till next Month. I ſhall drink the Wa- 
ters again, as ſoon as it is ſafe for me to venture. 
I believe they would have agreed extremely 
well with me, had I not been with Child ; but 
I may defy them now, and will drink them out 
of pure Spite. I do not aſk you to come here, 
- becauſe I fear it would be diſagreeable to you, 
and perhaps dangerous; yet my Heart beats {ar 
760 aKin 
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a Kind of ſucceſsful Joy, when I think it poſſible 
that you may come, which I flatter myſelf is a 
good Omen. 

My Hand till trembles thro' Weakneſs, and 
the additional Flutter of my Heart, at this Inſtant, 
makes me fear, if I wrote more at preſent, you 
will not be able to read. Adieu — for a 
While. 9 

Saturday Morning. Mr. and Mrs. 12 
are gone to take the Air; they both knew I wiſh- 
ed to go, and, for that very Reaſon, would not 
aſk me; but, 'tis no Matter, this is, I hope, 
the laſt Time 1 ſhall ever be in their Power. I 
could tell you many as extraordinary Inſtances of 
their Good-Nature, ſince I have been ill ; but, in 
Truth, they are not worth recording, tho they 
will live in my Memory in Spite of me. I think 
it is the Son of Siracb, ſays, that Friendſhip'i is 

« the Medicine of Life: But, when the Ten- 
derneſs of an affectionate Huſband, is added to 
that, it muſt become a Panacea, Indeed I both 
wiſh, and want ſuch a one now, to. raiſe m 
Spirits, which were . ever lower. This Si- 
tuation, tho? the natural Effect of ſuch an Illneſs 
as mine, is deemed Vapours! But, one Comfort 
is, I care not what they think, or ſay of me. 
How often have I, particularly of late, exclaim< 
ed, with Pope, * 


* Oh! let me hve my own, and die fo too, 

* To live and die is all I have to do: 

© Maintain. a Poet's Dignity and Eaſe, - .- 

And ſee what Friengs, and read what Books, 
© I pleaſe,” 


God grant that this may be, at ſome Time or 
other, our Caſe; for indeed I am truly weary 
of the ſervile Conſtraint I am forced to undergo : 
'Tis like wearing a Maſk, when one is not 

aſhamed 
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_ aſhamed of their Face, 1 bleſs God, I neither 
think, or act, any Thing which I need to hide; 
yet I am obliged to live in perpetual Diſguiſe. 
This Conftraint leſſens me in my own Eſteem, 
and makes me look upon myſelf as a Kind of 

pocrite, without .having any Vice to hide, or 

utning any Virtue. This Subject has put me 
out of Temper ; I will therefore have done with 
it, for the preſent; and, I hope, ſoon, for ever. 
You don't tell me any Thing of our dear Harry; 
I hope — hear of, I was going to ſay, from, 
him; but that Pleaſure is yet to come. 

Adieu my dear Henry. I have the Happineſs 
to be your truly fond and faithful * 

Tances, 


F. S. Pray let your Letters go by Dublin : 1 
mall then receive them regularly. When they 
are directed by Roſs or Kilcullen, they often lie in 
the Office for a Week. | 1 


LETTER CCCLAXH, 


Dear Fanny, 


CAME thro? Callidon Yeſterday Morning; 
and, when I looked up at the Manſion Seat, 
my Tears began to flow, and I galloped out of 
the Village, like one purſued. I have never 
ceaſed to lament the Death of our dear Lady 
Corke : I did not think of her happy Spirit, with 
more Fondneſs or Friegdſhip, at that Inftant, 
than at any other. I knew where Callidon lay, 
ſo that it did not ſurprize me. Account to me 
for this local Fenderneſs. You are 100 good a 
Philoſopher to anſwer me, that it is natura 

This is to give the Effect, for the Cauſe. 
I remem- 


9H I 


my 


I 
a 


2 od 


AS AMS __ a. WW, ”& IJ CY as - 


- 
. . 
—- 


Henry and Frances. 105 
I remember, in one of your former Letters, 
you ſaid Something pretty upon this Subject; “ 
and I would have every Thing, you ever ſaid, 
repeated, or recorded. 
But, to divert the SubjeQ, I'll tell you a little 
Novel, that I was informed of, by Mrs. 
at Armagh. The FaQts are true. + 
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My Cholic has returned on me ſeverely, theſe 
three Days paſt.— Every Attack grows worſe and 
worſe : 


© The young Diſeaſe, that will ſubdue at length, 
* Grows with our Growth, and ſtrengthens with 
our Strength.” 


But Bath, they tell me, is to compleat the Cure, 
Amen |! 


My moſt affeQionate Compliments to Mrs. and 
Mr. You have the reſt, by Heart; 
which 1s a fincere Tranſcript of mine. 


Adieu, 


Henry. 


* See Letter CCCLXI. 
+ For which Reaſon the Editor has left them out, 
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LETTER CcCLXXIII. 


My dear Harry, 
Almoſt deſpair of your ever receiving 2 of 
my Letters; this vexes, and would diſcou- 
rage me from writing to any Mortal but you; 
yet I have a Kind of Pleaſure in this imaginary 
Correſpondence, ſuch as I have often experien- 
ced in talking to your Picture, or uttering my 
Tenderneſs in Whiſpers, when you were faſt 
"aſleep. Theſe Sort of romantic Converſations 
give Vent to the Fullneſs of my Heart, but do 
not ſatisfy its Fondneſs. This is, at preſent, 
the only Method, I have left, of indulging my 
Tenderneſs ; and therefore I purſue it. 

You know I never was, or ſhall be, a Philo- 
ſopher, in any Senſe of the Word; yet you ſtart 
difficult Queſtions, to make me ſhew my Igno- 
rance. Well, Sir, I will indulge you; laugh 
away, and welcome. I think, then, that ſenſi- 
ble Objects, which were any Way connected 
with an abſent, or departed Friend, impreſs their 
Idea more forcibly on our Minds, than bare Re- 
fle ction can; and then, like the Preſſure of the 
Moon, on the Sea, they create a Fullneſs of Sor- 
row or Tenderneſs, which can only be relieved 
by flowing from our Eyes. * I forget that I ever 
wrote a Line upon this Subject before; at leaſt, 
I think that this Solution of the Queſtion never oc- 
curred to me before. As to your Story, in the true 
Shandean Stile, of Mr. or Mrs. or Miſs Equivoque, 
I ſhall not, at preſent, give you my Remarks on 
it; tho”, perhaps, they might be, to the full, 
as curious as the Text. 

I think I ought, now, to give you ſome Ac- 
count of myſelf, I bleſs God, my Health of Bo- 
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dy grows daily better, but the State of my Mind 
is not one Bit relieved from the Complaint I 
mentioned in my laſt. You ſee I go on writing, 
as if I thought you received my Letters. Alas! 
I know you do not. This Thought has put me 
out of Patience; but I till flatter myſelf, that 
you will receive all mipe, directed to Roſcom- 
mon, The Incloſures came under Cover, laſt 
Poſt, to Mr. W 5 | 
My Letters are very incorrect, and filled with 


Tautologies: I cannot help it; I am obliged to 


write in our Dining-Room, in the Midſt of the 


Family Converſation; for my Chamber 1s too 


ſmall to hold a Table to write on. I think I have 
now ſaid all | had to ſay; but, if any Thing far- 
ther occurs, before the Poſt goes out, you ſhall 
have it. I ventured to Church Yeſterday ; and 
ſhall dine abroad To-morrow, and next Day. 
Don't you think me very ſtout ? 


Wedneſday Morning. 

Nothing knew, or rare, has happened. I dined 
with your Aunt Yeſterday, inſtead of going to 
Mr. 's, Where we were invited; as the 
Meaſles are in his Houſe, and I ſhould not chuſe 
to run. the Hazard of another Fit of Hineſs, at 
Wexford. 1 ſhould hate, mightily, to die here, 
© where I am neither loved, or known.“ You 
ſee I parcel out my Letters, from Day to Day, 
and contrive to ſpend as much of my Time in wri- 
ting to you as I can. Indeed, my Love, I have 
no other Pleaſure, but this dumb Converſation ; 
the chief Merit of which is, that it fixes thoſe 


Thoughts, which are for ever hovering round 


you, to their moſt pleaſing Object. I mult leave 
my only Amuſement now, for the, Poſt is going 
out: But your Idea, kind and conſtant as your- 


ſelf, will not forſake its little Dwelling, my fond 
1 


1 
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Heart, not even for a Moment. I muſt bid you 
Adieu] tho? you are ever preſent to your ſin- 
cerely affectionate Wife. 


Frances. 


LETTER CCCLXXIV. 
My dear FAN N v, Roſcommon. 


. 


HIS Morning I received a Letter from you, 

with an Account of your Accident. I am 

ſorry for it; but rejoiced to hear you are ſafe. 

You throw the Blame on the Doctor, and he'll 

charge Irregularity on you : But, between ye 

- both, I have loſt my fine Boy, or Girl—Which 
was it ? 

I am glad to hear Fangben is well: I have not 
heard one Word of her before, ſince we parted, 
I know nothing of Harry, fince I left him; but 
ſhall go through Carlow, in my Way to Danesfort. 

Direct your next Letter to me at K:/kenny, for 
it is not poſſible for me to hear any more from 
you, in any Part of my future Circuit. As foon 
as I get to Caftle-Comer, I ſhall ſend there, to the 
Poſt, and ſquare my Motions to Danesfort, ac- 
cording as you adviſe me of your's. 

Melly and Mr. Birmingham are extremely ſorry 
at your Lapſe. I ſhewed your Letter to them, 
with the genteel Compliment, about your form- 
er one here, of the Par nobile Fratrum. 

I am, my deareſt Fanny, your ſatisfied Huſ- 
band, but diſappointed Father. 

Henry. 


P. S. I ſend you three printed Paragraphs, 


incloſed, for your Amuſement, Don't you _ 
"arts t 
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the fond Huſband and Father, whoſe Heart failed 
him, at leaving a Wife and Children; and ad- 
mire the generous Bravery of his Comrade? If 
I had a Fortune, I would give Fifty Guineas 
a-piece, both to one, and the other. 

The Advertiſement of St. Mar#'s Pariſh is an 


odd one. TI think our Prints are becoming as ex- 


traordinary and entertaining as the Engliſh Pa- 
— Can you ſee why Sir Nich. Bayly's Sea - 

eed is brought into the other Advertiſement, 
meerly to be excluded out of it again. I catch 
at the moſt foreign Helps, I meet with, to amuſe 
you, 


_z 


LETTER CCCLXXV. 


My dear Fanny, Mount T albet. 


Deſigned to have ſpent but two Days here ; 

but, if I could ſpare them from you, I ſhould 
ſtay a Month yet. However, if it clears up To- 
morrow, for it rains heavily To-day, I ſhall ſet 
out for Atblone. 

I have undergone great Fatigue in my Tour : 
The Weather was fine, till this laſt Week, but 
extremely hot. What muſt it have been in your 
Latitude? We have had prodigious Thunder 
and Lightning; a Sheep and a Dog were killed 
with it, in a Farmer's Yard, near where I paſſed. 

I am now in the Two-Poſt Province, and ſhall 
continue fo *till I get to Carlow. However, I 
hope to hear from you, at Stradbally ; becauſe 
that is the Poſt I have directed my next Letters 
to be ſent to: I ſhall then know what Day you 
will be at Danesfort, and will calculate my Route, 
ſo as to meet you the very Day you arrive. 1 

$ 
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This has been an unlucky Province to me: 
The firſt Time I came to it was on Account of 
your Miſcarriage; and I had hardly fat down in 
Roſcommon, in the ſame Place, before I received 
a Letter from you, to the ſame Purpoſe. I de- 
clare I will manage you my own Way the very 
next Time you get yourſelf with Child; for 1 
will not be always playing Shakeſpeare's Love's 
Labour loft, at this Rate. 

I gave Mr. our Ode, Gratitude, ſince 

I came here. He agrees with me, that it has all 
the Chaſtneſs, the Purity, of antient Poetry 
None of the Etince/le of Modern Wit. He ſays 
that a Perſon who has not a refined and claſſica 


Taſte, would think it flat. I anſwered, that po- L 

liſhing gives a Smootbneſs to Matter, which the 
Vulgar may miſtake for Flatne/s, | 

In this Stile and Spirit have we. converſed to- 1 
gether ſince I came; and yet I leave him To- 

morrow | But thea—I go to you. | 

5 Alieu | my Life. , 

Henry. I 
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Addreſſed to her Gn e E d 


r 1 B N 


Doren Sss of BRN Dro Rp. 


O GRATITUDE | Cœleſtial Fair! 
With thy whole Senſe my Soul is fraught; 
Let me not only feel thee there, | 
But teach me to expreſs my 'Thought. 


Be thou my Muſe, and, while I ſing 
Of unexpected Bounty ſhewn, 

Let Tears ſupply Caſtalia's Spring, 
'Thro* them the Heart is ſureſt known, 


For, oh! too full to vent its Joys, 
By Speech, by Letter, or by Lay, 

It pours a Torrent thro' my Eyes, 
And I can only weep, and pray, 


May She, from whom this Tranſport flows, 
* With every Happineſs be crown'd ; 

Let each new Morn, new Bliſs diſcloſe, 
* To meaſure Life's continued Rouad. 


May Bror op gracious lend an Ear, 
* To what thy DiQates now inſpire; 
Like Heaven accept of ardent Pray'r, 
Nor blame the Muſe for Want of Fire.” 


L E T- 
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LETTER CCCLXXVI. 


Dear FANN, Athlone. 


Received two Letters from you, at this Poſt- 

Office, of different, and diſtant Dates, * ſent 
after me from the reſpective Stages they arrived 
at. 

The Paſſage you quote from the late Dialogues 
of the Dead, is, I think, rather ingenious, than 
ſolid. I ſhall not enter, here, into a Defence of 
Macbiavel, who has been greatly miſunderſtood, 
or miſrepreſented. There is a Letter of his, in 
the Harleian Miſcellany, which vindicates him ſuf- 
ficiently. FI 

But, with Regard to Ninon, the Application 
can poſſibly have no Manner of Place. Your 
Book has Two Parts; her Life, and her Wri- 
tings; ſuppoſing the latter to be her own: No 
Matter. With Regard to the firſt, Did the read- 
ing the Memoirs of Meſſalina ever make a Woman 
turn Proſtitute? And, as to the latter, pray 
what News has ſhe told us? Did we not knew, 
before, that Women have Paſſions, Deſires, and 
Foibles, as well as Men? Would not a Lecture 
of Anatomy acquaint us with the ſame Philoſo- 
phy ? for like Mechaniſm muſt naturally produce 
the ſame Fffects. When a Parſon preaches 
againſt the ſinful Luſts of the Fleſh, does he 
ever make any Diſtinction of Genders? And is 
not this publiſhing to the whole Congregation, 
the natural Incontinence of Women, as well as 
Men? Would Women never be attacked if this 
Book had never been publiſhed ? And is a Wo- 

man 
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man in greater Danger of being overcome, by 
having been taught to diſtruſt her own Weakneſs, 
and to be apprized of the whole Artifice of her 
Lover, than if ſhe is left ignorant of two Truths, 
which. are abſolutely requiſite for her Defence? 


| 
q 
i 
' 
' 


A By being taught all the Slight of Fencing, are we 

t not inſtructed in all the Dexterity o Parrying ? 

d Go to— You have a Timidity in every Thing. 1 
'Tis a ſafe Character in Women; but Reaſon | 

” ſnould correct it ſometimes. | 

n Your Solution of my philoſophic Qyeſtion, | 

of about Callidon, is extremely juſt ; and the Alluſion 

J, of the Moon and Sea, has a moſt inexpreſſible | 

n poetical Beauty in it. 5 | 

f. I am rejoiced to hear that your Health of Body | 
is reſtored, and I hope, at Meeting, to be able | 

n to recover that of your Mind. . | 

ir | 

i- Adieu, '4 

0 

d- Henry. 

n — — 

y K | 

" LETTER CcCLXXVII. 

re My dear HARRV, | Wexford. 

— 1 Awoke this Morning between Four and Five 

oY o' Clock, and found my Mind ſo filled with the 

= pleaſing ExpeQation of hearing from you, that 

ne | either could not, or would not, fleep again, tho? 

= I knew the Pzſt could not be here, till Eight. 

n, o'Clock : However, the Time paſled agreeably _ 

* enough, till it arrived, and I confeſs I was then 

A much diſappointed, tho? I received two Letters 

A from. you, You ſeem, as I think, rather diſ- 

* pleaſed, than concerned, at the Misfartune I. 


have 
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have met with ; which, however lightly you may 
think of it, had like to have been fatal to me. 
You very readily undertake the DoQor's Defence, 
for the pure Pleaſure of condemning me ; but, 
indeed, you are, I ſuppoſe, for the firſt Time, 
miſtaken: I never lived fo regularly ſince I had 


the Pleaſure of knowing you, as ſince I came to 


Wexford ; but then, indeed, I drank Chalybeat 
Waters, and uſed a great Deal of Exerciſe: But, 

upon. my Word, this Crime was committed by 

the Dodor's Advice, and with your Concurrence: 

And I here declare myſelf intirely innocent of the 
Conſequences. ; 

I find, notwithſtanding your former Argu- 

| ments to the contrary, that Parental Love is as 
ſtrong, as well as a natural Affection: But Con- 
jugal Love is of a weaker Kind, and depends 
much upon Accidents. Not being a Philoſopher, 
I did not always think as I do now; but Time 
and Experience make even Fools wiſe. I have 


wiſe Folks ſtare ; and, in order to indulge zt, 
do aſſure you, that J was vain enough to ima- 
gine, that, on hearing I was ill, you would have 
come to viſit your Wife at Wexford, notwith- 
ſtanding you had loſt your Child! Nay, I be- 
lieve, I went ſo far, in one of the Thirteen Let- 
ters I have wrote to you, as to make it my Re- 
queſt ! Is not this amazing? But it is now over, 
and I am cured of this, and a Hundred other ro. 
mantic Whims, by your Prudence. However, 
that I may not appear more ridiculous than I 
really am, I thought it poſſible, that, in ſome of 
your Journies, you might be within Half a Day's 
ide of this Town, as you deſired me to direct 
to Stradba/ly, and I have heard that Carlow is not 
ahove Sixteen Miles from hence, but 1 may be 


miſtaken, for indeed I am a bad Geographer. 
This 


a Paſſion for confefling paſt Follies, and making 
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This be aſſured of, that, at any Time, I never \ 


wiſhed to ſee you, at the Expence of your ſuffer- 
ing either Hazard, or Fatigue. | 

In ſeveral of my Letters, I have told you that 
we ſhould not leave this Place, at leaſt, durin 
this Month; how much longer we may ſtay, I 
cannot tell, My Letters are luckily of no Con- 
ſequence, therefore not worth taking any Trou- 
ble to recover; tho', I am convinced, there are 
none of them loſt, Your not receiving them, 
muſt have been owing to your not fixing your 
Stages, ſo as to anſwer the Poſt. I addrefſed my 
two laſt Letters to Stradbally, as you deſired; 
perhaps you may receive them a Month or two 
hence; but they will kcep cold. I beg you may 
not direct to me by Roſs, for I have not quite as 
much Patience as you, and the Poſt comes from 
thence, hut once a Week. 

I have begun to drink the Waters again, this 
Day ; they have made themſelves very neceſlary 
to me now; I wiſh they may alſo be ſerviceable. 
My Head is, at preſent, much diſordered ; if I 
am better To-morrow, I will write more. Till 
then Adieu 

Saturday Morning, My Head is ſtill bad, but I 
am better. I own your laſt Letters vexed me, 
but I hope your next will make me Amends. 
Mr. A came here laft Night, on ſome pri- 
vate Buſineſs, to Mr. W , and went off this 
Morning, very early. I know not the Purport , 
of this Affair; *tis yet a dead Secret; but will not 
long be ſo, if I know any Thing of the County of® 
Kilkenny, Oliver came here this Day; but, whe- 
ther he is concerned in this Myſtery, I cannot 
tell; all that Jam concerned about, is, that it has 
not altered our Purpoſe of ſtaying here, which I 
am heartily. forry for ; indeed I hate this Place 
lincerely, and it vexes me to think this may 2 

aps 
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haps leſſen the Merit I flatter myſelf with, from 
longing to ſee my Huſband and Children, fo ar- 
dently. 
But I will honeſtly confeſs, I feel myſelf more 
a Wife, than Mother: My Tenderneſs for the 
dear Babies, is of a later Date; that, which you 
inſpired, was the firſt- Impreſſion my Heart was 
ever ſuſceptible of; and I tremble, leſt my Fond- 
neſs for my Children, ſhould be wholly owing to 
their Father, and appear, in the Sight of God, 
rather an Exuberance of Conjugal Affection, 
than the natural and tender Feelings of Maternal 
Love. I have had many Scruples about loving 
you too well; indeed we ſhould both be happier, 
if 1 loved you leſs: and, for your Sake, more 
than my own, I heartily wiſh. I did.---But, alas 
it is in vain to ſtrive againſt the. Stream, the 
ſtrong, the natural Current of my Fondneſs, and 
J will therefore indulge it, and ſubſcribe myſelf, 
in a violent Hurry, your fincerely faithful, and 
affectionate Wife. 


Frances. 
This is a very inconſiſtent Letter. 


— — —ͤ—ͤ—ũn 
* =_ LA LAS | 


LETTER CCCLXXVII. 


My deareſt Harry, 

Received three Letters from you, by this 

May's Poſt, two of them in the direct Line 
towards me, which has ſo raiſed my Spirits, and 
confirmed my Health, that the Waters are, from 
this Moment, become no longer neceſſary to me; 
and yet I ſhall be compelled to remain here, theſe 
ten Days yet, But that Matter is pretty equal 
to me: as, by the Route and Stages you 1 
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I ſhall quit this, Time enough, to reach BD, 
before you can meet me-there.  _ * 
I am vexed at 'your ſhewing my Ode. to Me. 
———, The generous Patroneſs, to hem it 
was inſcribed, tho her Knowledge and Tale in. 
polite Writing may be equal to his, could not 
be a ſevere Critic on it. The Sh6rtneſs of the 
Interval, between 3 1 the Acknows 
ledgment, with the Diſtance Place, might 
have ſhewn her Grace, that the Lines muff have 
been ſtruck off extempore; for the Return of the 
Poſt, could only have afforded me an Hour, to 


vrite the Ode, and Letter, 


Beſides, the 4 Sentiment, which dictated, 
with the true Feelings it expreſſed, muſt have 
ſcreened it intirely from her Grace's Criticiſm 


She could not depreciate her own Inſpiration,--- + | 


But, kow different the Caſe with Regard to 
others — Not one of all theſe Conſiderations 
might affect them---Scholars more efpecially, I 
would never ſuffer to fit in Judgment upon any 
of my Writings— They have a Way of applying 
the Square and Compaſſes to all Works of Genius, 
The Iimen, as you very juſtly and humour- 
ouſly expreſſed it once, * have eſtabliſhed certain 
Rules, even from the Faults of the Antients, for 
the Moderns to err by. 8 

If I have any Sort of Merit, in my Writing, 
'tis Feeling. And what an unfeeling Race of 
Men, are Critics! You are, one yourſelf, and 
full as ſevere as the beſt, or worſt, of them, 
that was not envious, or malicious. But your 


Sentiment is ſtrong, and your Affections tender. 


The only Merit, then, of my Writings, catches 
hold of your Sympathy; and your Partiality and 
Fondneſs obtain a > in their Favour. 


Vol. III. Other 
* Letter CXXXIX. of che Series. | 
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Other Readers have not the ſame Bias; and it 
always diſtreſſes me, whenever you expoſe any 
of my artleſs Eſſays before them. I have a dou- 
ble Uneaſineſs upon ſuch Occaſions, leſt they 
ſhould imagine, that either your Taſte, or Judg- 
ment, was flight ; or, that you did it, to grati- 
fy a Vanity in me, which you know is not in my 
Nature.--- 

I heartily wiſh it was, for your Sake I fhould 
certainly write the better for it.---The Weakneſs 
of the Author, would give Strength to the Work. 
This laſt Sentence is exactly in your own Stile--- 
1 wiſh I could oftener imitate you. : 

The World has broke in upon me. 


Adieu 


Frances. 


les — Kc 
— 


* 


LETTER CCCLXXIX. 


Dear FAN N, 
Received your Letter, about the Ode. Vou 
often diſtreſs me on this Subject. I can judge 
your Writings, as impartially as I can of 
Sappho's, Your's have all her Tenderneſs, with- 
out her Paſſion. I had many Struggles with you, 
about the Series; and was obliged to publiſh your 
Part of the Correſpondence, at laſt, without your 
Approbation, or even your Conſent, Would 
any of the ſeveral pretty Things, you have ſince 
written, have paſſed. beyond your Toilet, if I 
had not forced them into the World? You miſ- 
take it This is not Modeſty, but Want of 
Spirit. 
"a write with Eaſe yourſelf, and therefore 


conclude, that any one elſe could write as well 
wit 
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with as little Trouble. Labour and Genius are 
as different as Art and Nature. A Perſon of true 
Taſte, will quickly diſtinguiſh between the per- 
formances of each. You put me in Mind of an 
illiterate Lover, in one of Moliere's Plays, whe 
applied to a Man of Letters, to write Something 
for him, on his Miſtreſs. 


Would you have it in Verſe, or Proſe ? 


Why, Verſe is too common— It would cer- 
tainly be better in Proſe.---But, pray, what is 


Proſe ? 


Why, Friend, Proſe is no more than what 
you are, yourſelf, ſpeaking, at preſent. 


Oh Gemini and can I talk Proſe ! 


Your Poem is truly poetical and, elegiac.--—- 
The making Gratitude a Muſe--— The Imagery, 
which gives the Metaphor of your Heart, lying 
at the Bottom of the Font, and viewed thro? 
the Water flowing from your grateful Tears 
And the Oppoſition between ardent Prayer, and 
Want of Fire, are really poetical. 

This Day Week I ſhall have the ſincere Plea- 
ſure of meeting you, at . Tam ſorry 
I cannot have the ſupplemental one, in the mean 
Time, of hearing any more from you, on my 
Stages. 


- Adieu ! 


F 2 LE T- 
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LETTER CCCLXXX. 


My deareſt Fax ur 1 


Arrived here fafe, Yeſterday, which is juſt 

one third of my Road to you, and would 
have gone off To-day, but my Servant's Horſe 
is lame. I muſt leave him here, and have one 
hired, againſt To-morrow. | 

Juſt as I had wrote ſo far, the Bell rung for 
Dinner; and, ſoon after, the Poſt brought an Ac- 
count of my poor Biſhop's Death. * I am ſincerely 
affected, and indeed this Criſis may affect me 
more Ways, than in my Concern. He knows 
now, whether the Arian, or Orthodox Doctrine, 
is right, God grant him a ſafe ConviQtion, or 
a merciful Pardon. | 

I have been revolving that SubjeA a good 
Deal in my Mind, ſince the Hint that Browne's 
Sermons gave me; and I am become a perfect 
Convert to Orthodoxy. The chief, and moſt 
unanſwerable Argument, that has convinced me, 
is this: 

Both the Arians, and the eſtabliſned Church, 
agree in one great fundamental Point, That the 
God of Hrael, was the God of Chriflians : That 
it was the ſame God who inſpired Moſes, and the 
Prophets, that commiſſioned our Saviour, in his 
human Capacity, and inſpired the Apoſtles. 
Therefore, whatever God Almighty ſays, in the 
Old Teſtament, cannot be contradifted by any 
Thing he ſays in the New. 

Now, he has reſtrained all Worſhip to himſelf, 
in the Tables; Thou ſhalt have no * 
F 6 0 , 


* Dr. Clayton, Biſhep of Clogher, Author of 
The Eſſay on Spirit. 


ticle of Faith, upon the Aut 
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a God but me: By which he has forbid all 
Manner of Worſhip to a Creature; reſerving it to 
himſelf, as Creator. But he has commanded 
us, in the New began: to worſhip Chriſt. 
Therefore, if God be conſiſtent, Chriſt muſt be 
God, ** equal to the Father, as touching his 
* Godhead, inferior only, in Relation to his 
* Manhood.” 

Therefore, the Trinity muſt be but one God. 
tho? conſiſting of three Perſons, or CharaQters- 
The Manner how, is not comprehenſible, by hu- 
man Metaphyſicks ; but ought to remain an Ar- 
hority of Scripture. 

I think the And hace $6 Way to get the bet- 
ter of this Reaſoning, but by denving the Con- 
— the — and New Teſtament; by 

| prove themſelves to {be neither 
— — ran and muſt plead Deiſm, to 
themſelves from the Imputation of Athe- 


Jam, my deareſt Fanny, 
* 


ä OY 


LETTER CCCLXXXL 
My dear FAN v, 
Carlow. 


HAVE had the Pleaſure of embracing my 
Child. He is in perfect Health, Spirits and 
Tatters, He has only loſt his Handkerchiefs, 
and Buckles, ſince I left him, laſt ; but his Maſ- 
ter ſays, he has loſt no Time, 
3 F 3 I ſhould 
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I ſhould have been here, laſt Night, but that 
I happened to meet Mr. „ at Atby, who 
was coming hither alſo, on the ſame Errand. 
The Day grew ſickly, and the Clouds ſeemed to 
have got the Dropſy. I am not to be terrified 
by Threats, and would have come on, Veſter- 
day, but I had engaged with him, and he preſſed 
me to ſtay, ſaying, that the beſt Way of taking 
Care of the Child, was to take Care of the Father, 
and that his paternal Affection could forbear, till 
Morning. | 

However, I believe that the material Difference 
between us, was, not that I loved my Son- bet- 
ter, but that I loved the Mother more. My 
Affection for my dear Child, our dear Child, is 
made up of two very ſtrong interwoven Attach- 
ments—1 ſhould love him, upon his own Merits, 
had I become his Father, par Hazard; and I 
ſhould have been fond of him, on your Account, 
if he had been only my Step-Son : As he is both 
your's, and mine, What a Vis unita muſt I be 
affe cted with Tx 

I aſked Harry, How his Amour with Debby, 
went on ? Hetold me, he had continued conſtant 
to her, *till the other Day, when he ſaw her 
Mother, who is ugly - enough, and he was afraid 
the Daughter would grow like her, He ſaid, 
that he bas a Mind, as he phraſed it, to be in Love 
with one Kitty Hunt, at the ſame School, but he 
will not kiſs her, *till he ſees her Mother. The 
young Fellow ſets out in Galantry, with nice Ho- 
nour, who begins already, to look upon a Kiſs, 
as a Contract. | 

»Tis natural, that Tempers, Paſſions, and 
Diſpoſitions, ſhould run in Families; but, are 
Whims and Sentiments alſo in the Blood ? 1 
, who died when 


remember my Uncle H 


I was a Child, uſed to object to ſeveral of the 
* reigning 
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reigning Toaſts of his Time, becauſe he foreſaw 
that they would be homely Women, at ſuch, or 
ſuch an Age, ſome after the firſt, others after the 


Adieu | 


' ſecond Child, Ec. 


Henry. 


— 


— 


LETTER CCCLXXXI. N 


Dear FANN T, | | 
LEFT our dear Child, this Morning, much 
againſt his Will, and my own Inclination, He 
got a little Stick in his Hand, and ſtood brandiſh- 
ing it, like a Prize-Fighter, before the Door, to 
keep me in, till my 4 came behind, and. 
caught him up in his Arms. However, tho“ a 
Priſoner, he inſiſted on a Parley, and I was for- 
ced, charming Neceſſity ! to paſs Parole, to re- 
turn in ten Days. When I had rode a Mile from 
the Town, the Storgè affected me ſo ſtrongly, that 
Nothing but the Fear of ſpoiling an excellent Na- 
ture, by Indulgence, prevented me from turning 
back again; for I was not, myſelf, aſhamed of 
the * graceful Weakneſs of my Heart.“ In ſhort, 
I never in my Life, felt ſuch a Senſation, 
except in the Conviction of your Love; and it 
was the natural Conne ction of thoſe two Ideas, 
that raiſed my Tranſport ſo high. I felt for him, 
as my Son, and then reflected on him, as your”s, 
It occurs to me, at this Inſtant, that I have 
ſaid Something of this Kind, to you, in my laſt 
Letter--No Matter---Fondneſs, like Dotage, is 
apt to repeat. 


I dined To-day at Mr. ————s, He is grown 
a meer Old Woman, I am now tetired to a 
F 4 | Young 


— — 


mine. N 


- bity, which obliges every Country Gentleman to 
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n Dont be alarmgd—1 mean your- 


Auen ! 


em 4 


LETTER CCCLXXXIII. 


Dear Fanny, 

I WAS fattered with your Letter—Not only 
1 with the Subſtance of it, but the ſending of 
it. I am a Papiſt in Love, and Works of Super- 
errogation, are Part oſ my Religion, ö 
The Debenture is intirely your own, ——* Tis 
a Latin Word, that means only what is one's 
Due. I am ſorry I had not the whole Treaſury 
to preſent to you: I ſhould not have thought it 


I am glad to hear that Fongbon is well. I ap- 
prehended, from your Note, this Morning, that 
had received no other Letter, but Arthur's. 
I did not mean to make any RefleQions upon 
Mr. galant Sentiments toward 2 ; 
but on the Sport of his Wit only : A late Play of 
Imagination, like a ſecond Spring, in Autumn, 
or in Age, forces Nature too much. 
| ompliments to Mrs. and Mr. —— Toa, 
and bis Wife, return their ſincereſt Compliments 
to you: And believe me to be, my dear Fanny's 
faithful and affeRionate Huſband. 


. Henry. 


P. S. Captain A——---has taken the Law of 
my poor Landlord here, and diſtreſſes him fre- 
quently. The Law, I mean, is that of Heſpita- 


keep open Houſe, for all Kind of Gueſts, and 
leaves 


very 
found Fault with the Conſtructions of a Houſe, 


* * 


Henry and Frances. 125 
leaves them not the Privilege, either of chuſing 
their own Company, or uſing their own, Time. 


What a terrible Thing it is to lye at the Mercy | 
of a whole Neighbourhood.. Momus paſtly- 


becaufe it had no Wheels, to be moved bs, when. 
the Situation became uneaſy... | 


— — = — 
* 


LETTER CCCLXXXIV. 


My dear Fanny, | 

HAD the Pleaſure, and Pain of your Letter. 

I was glad to hear from you, but ſorry to hear 
you have a Return of your Diſorder. However, 
even the Misfortune, and your Poverty, together, 
which you alſo complain of, do not, jointly, make 
me pity you ſo much, as the mean Manners, 
and beggarly Malice, which you are daily ſubje& 
to, in the ſtupid Scene where you are, at pre- 
ſent, ſtationed, 

The Paſſage you quote from Cateſby's Letters, 
very ſenſibly affected me. It is your 2 
and mine, exaAtly. Your. Senſe, your Princi 
and your Taſte are thrown away upon the 
Adder ; and the very Seeds of them all ſtifled in 
the Growth, or. buried like a bad Plou 5 
Grain by the Cled: of Earth that are laid over 
them. I will return to you, next Sunday, * 
promiſe you, that I will not leave you a e 
ſuch mean Malice again, while there is an of 
pital Roof in the Kingdom, or a Cabin whoſe 
Thatch can keep out the Rain. 

Your Sentiment, Sat gr S is _ 
ly pretty ; and I am rejoiced that I have ou 
into 4 7 urn of this Sort Tis amuſing, and — 


F 5 proving 


ws 
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proving, alſo. There is not any Thing, of this 
Kind, in all your Writings, which, tho? perfe&- 
ly elegant, are rather rounded, than pointed. I 
always thought you capable of a Wit, of this 
Kind, in which my Writings rather too much a- 
bound ; and the few Apothems, you have lately 
= written, ſhew me that I was not miſtaken, in 
= my Judgment upon you. In Return, I ſhall ſend 
you one, which the firſt Subject of this Letter, 
has juſt now given Riſe to.— 

Malice, like a tainted Breath, affecls theſe who ut- 
ter it, more than the Perſon it is breathed againſt. 


. Alten ! 


1 


LETTER CCCLXXXV. 


Dear HARR, 


1 DO not recolle& any Era of my Lite, when 
my Spirits were more thoroughly ſunk, than 
now.—You are away, and I in Fear for your 
Health---Miſs B goes this Evening,- in 
whom alone I had any Society, in your Abſence 
Even Mrs. —— is gone; and I, alas! am left, 
the wretched, forlorn Hope. Why this is ſo, I 
know not; but too ſure Ifeel it is ſo! For God's 
Sake, find out ſome Expedient, to free me from 
a Station ſo irkſome, to mine, and every gene- 
rous Nature, as Dependance ; or elſe join with 
me, in wiſhing a quick Period, to Life, and Mi- 


ſery. 
_ you will be diſpleaſed, at what I've 
faid ; perhaps may call it the Effect of Ill Tem- 
per, and Impatience: but indeed, my deareſt p 


Harry, I cannot help it. — Year, after I 
| 4 has 
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* has worn awa the Hope, bot undiminiſhed 
© ſtill left the Deſire,” of Peace, of Happineſs, of 
Freedom, Oh ! when ſhall I enjoy them? You," 
and you only, can aſſwage the Storm that rages 
in my Boſom.” 


© Thou, my. Soul's Joy! whate'er my or- 
* rows 


© They ceaſe, or vaniſh, when beholding thee! | 


I am afraid I have ſaid too much; I beg of 
Cad, and you, to forgive me: He ſees my Heart, 
and knows *tis almoſt breaking ; and will, I hope, 
excuſe it's Weakneſs. I ſhall not deſire you to 
haſte to me, for it would be cruel to ſuppoſe, 
that you would ay, one Hour that you could 
avoid. 

I can write no more; my Tears flow faſter . 
than my Ink, and my Heart moves much quicker 
than my Hand. 

Adieu! my Life: I beſeech God to protect, 
and ſend you ſafe to your ever faithful and affec- 


tionate Wife. 


Frances. 


Þ S. Pray don't be angry with me: Or, if 
you are, look on my little mild Maid ; and ſhe 
will ſoften your Reſentment, into Tenderneſe, 
and Pity. Kiſs. her, and bleſs her, for me. 


K 
— 


LET TER CCCLXXXVI. 


Dear FAN N, 
| Happened to be at the Window, when the - 
— rode by.---l fell a trembling, with Sur- 


prize and Apprehenſion, about you. I never 
was 


9 
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was affeQed fo before-—Am I grown a Coward ? 
Or, was it the Horſe, and Livery, that raiſed the 
charming Idea of red and white, the Lilly bluſh- 
ing with the Roſe, &c. and ſet my Heart a flirt- 
ing again ? | 

I am ſhocked at the mean, ſcoundrel Behavi- 
our of Mr.. The Baſeneſs of Mankind, is 
amazing! A Perſon of the leaſt Virtue, cannot 
avoid turning Miſanthrope. I condemned the 
Satire of Swift, in his Yahoo's—I was young 
when I firſt read it—But each Year's Experience 
makes me approve his Juftice, Why was Caligu- 
ke deemed a Foot ? His making one of his Horſes 
a Conſul, and another a Prieſt, might be but a 
juſt Satire upon Mankind, both Lay and Clergy, 
whom he, lutnped together. | | 

It gives me great Satisfaction, your ſaying that 

Mr. behaved with great Temper, and 
Reſolution, upon this Occaſion. I think he is, 
of late, obtaining a Sort of Firmnefs, that pleaſes 
me, becauſe it will prevent his Misfortunes 
from having any Effect, either upon his Mind, 
or Conſtitution, The Vileneſs of this Eaſt Act, 
muſt ſurely ſtrengthen him; and a Gallon of 
Far-Water with a Jill of Philoſophy, will con- 
firm him whole. 
Pray make my ſincere Compliments to him. 
? ſhalt ſay Nothing, on this fion ; but, on 
this, and all future ones, of the ſame Kind, 1 
ſhall refer him to a Letter, F wrote to him, laſt 
"Year, upon the Kilcullen Bridge Accident. 

I ſhall certainly, pleaſe God, dine with you, 
on Sunday next. forgot the Difference of 
Hours, when I ſaid dine; for I can't be with you, 
*till about Half an Hour after Oe * 
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for me; you know how careleſs I am about that 
Matter. I ſhould be glad to have ſome Horſe 
to meet me at „or thereabouts, to eaſe 
my Mare, and myſelf too; eſpecially of my 
Great-Coat. 


Allieu f 


——_— 


— — 
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LETTER CCCLXXXVIE 


EED I tell my deareſt Life, with what un- 
feigned Pleaſure I ſhould accept his Invita- 
tion, were it in my Power to undertake ſuch a 
Journey, without the immediate Hazard of my 
own Life, and one far dearer to me! Surely, 
my dear Harry has forgot my being forbid to go 
even three Miles, at a Time, in an Hackney- 
Coach: The leaſt Exerciſe fills me with ſuch 
violent Pains, as almoſt diſtract me. I have not 
been able to turn myſelf in Bed, without the ut- 
moſt Difficulty theſe ten Days ; and have been 
obliged te take Opiates, to make me ſleep, for 
ſeveral Nights paſt. The Want of my Reſt, has 
reduced me to the loweſt Degree of Weakneſs 
imaginable : Beſides, thoſe, who know more of 
the Matter than I, think I ſhall not hold 
up above three Weeks, at fartheſt. But, Why 
do I go on aſſigning Reaſons for declining what 
would afford me the higheſt Tranſport, when my 
not accepting it, too fully proves my Want of 


Power, not Will? I cannot help thinking I have 


ſuffered infinitely more, than the Generality of 
People, in my Condition: Be that as it will, I 
know my Strength and Spirits are quite exhauſt- 
ed; and I am more than Half I that 


we ſhall never meet again, on Hea- 
ven, 
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ven, I am ſure, we ſhall; for, in thy Sight 


alone, I can be bleſſed Something too much of 


this. 
There is an extreme pretty Poem come out, 


called Elfrida, If you will allow. yourſelf an 
Hour's Leiſure, to read it, I will ſend it to 


I have received much melancholy Pleaſure from 


it. 

Your Picture is come Home, and is almoſt my 
only Companion: I talk to it frequently; but 
alas! it does not anſwer. I find myſelf difappoint- 
ed, and turn from it to your Letters: They, in- 
deed, afford me a more ſenſible Satisfaction; 
they tell 'me of your Health, your Love, and 
Conſtancy. Thus do I divide my Time, as it 
were, between the Shade and Subſtance, be- 
gin to regret my not having had my Pifure drawn, 
ſome Months ago; for, tho' I do not wiſh you 


ſhould lament me, if 1 die, I do not wiſh you 


ſhould entirely forget me; and zbat would juſt 
furniſh a bare Remembrance, unattended with 
Pain, or Pleaſure. 

I am, my deareſt Henry, very faithfully and 


affe ctiona tely your's, 


Frances. 


— — 1111 


LETTER CCCLXXXVIU. 


My dear HARRY, 


S I was ſitting down to write, about three 
Hours ago, I was taken ſo ill, I feared. I 
ſhould not be able to hold the Pen this Day. E 
have got a little Eaſe, and ſhall employ the hap- 


PY 
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ht py Interval, in acknowledging your Letters. 1 
of have already declared my Incapacity of accept- 


ing the Pleaſure, you defigned me. I am glad 
to find your mature Conſideration approves: my 
pleaded Reafon. I ſhall ſay no more on the Sub- 
ject, but that I am in a very diſagreeable Way, 
oppreſſed with continual Pains, Weakneſs, and 
low Spirits. 

As to your coming to me, take my Word, L 


ut was never more in Earneſt, than when I deſired 

4 you to conſult your own Intereſt, rather than my 

N Kr tron nor did I mean to upbraid your. 

3 Want of Tenderneſs, when-I ſuppoſed you might 

d not come. I do not, indeed I do not, doubt ö 
it your Love: ! 
4 © My Mind nor pines with ſickly Jealouſy, 

1, X06 Nor Pp Y 

* * Nor triumphs in Security and Eaſe: 


Who loves, muſt fear; and ſure who loves, 
(> © hike Me, * * 
* Muſt greatly fear.” | 

I have taken much Pains, to render Life indiffe- 
4 rent to me: I have accompliſhed it: I neither 
wiſh to live, or die. If 1 were thoroughly per- 
ſuaded I ſhould not recover, F would inſiſt on 
your not coming near me; for I am convinced 
there is a vaſt Difference in the Senſations, which 
ariſe from being preſent, or abſent, at the Death 
of any one we love : But, as I cannot be certain, 
in this Point, I leave the Matter entirely to your 
Diſcretion ; and be aſſured, I will not be offend- 
ed, if you ſhould determine on ſtaying where you 


are, | 
: Adieut © 


Frances. 


e 
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LETTER CCCLXXXIX. 


Dear FAN NY, 

| $ you have condeſcended' to be my Pupil, 
5 I ſhall recommend the Courſe of Reading 
I ſhould chuſe for you; and, to lead the Way, 
have here ſent you one of my former Letters to 
you, upon this Subject. I beg you will ſeriouſly 
conſider, how ſtrongly L have there recommended 
thoſe Tracts referred to, with other Writings of 
this Kind; and. that you will carefully and lei- 
ſurely read them regularly through, with that 
ſober Senſe, and rational Reflection, which is ne- 
ceſſary to give you the full Benefit of ſuch a 
Study. For, as Young ſays, | 


* Unleſs for ſome peculiar End deſign'd, 


© Learring's the ſpecious 'Trifling of the Mind.“ 


To ſettle the Courſe of Study, is but Half the 
Work; the Method of reading is what com- 
pleats the Scheme. He who reads. moſt, ſtudies 
leaſt; for it is with the Mind, as with the Sto- 
mach ; where not the Food it ſwallows, but the 
Digeſtion it performs, turns that to Nouriſhment, 
which would otherwiſe be a Poiſon. Therefore 
I. would recommend it to you, never to take a 
Pook in one Hand, without a Pen in the other : 
And I expect your ſenſible Remarks, and philo- 
ſophical Refle&ions, ' of which indeed you are 
very capable, upon every one of the Papers [ 
have quoted for you, in the incloſed Letter ; and, 
by the Time yon have gone regularly through 
them, I hope to point out Something farther 
for you, in our mutually defired Converſation 


together, 
You 


—  -  ei.4TC4 . mm aw mw. A 
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You talk, in a ſplenetic Way, in your Letter, 
of dying, c. Now I will not ſcold you again, 
for the hundreth Time; becauſe I am very ſure, 
if you could avoid it, you would, when you 
know how often it has diſobliged and diſpleaſed 
me. I am indeed fincerely concerned at your ill 
State of Health at t; and as much fo, that 
you will not exert that Strength of Mind, which 
you may find yourſelf Miſtreſs of, if you will but 
take a little Pains to try. Indeed, my dear Fan- 
ny, you are capable of being a cleverer Creature 
than you ſometimes appear to be; and I own it 
vexes me, when I ſee you, at any Time, fall be- 
low your own Senſe and Virtue, which I am al- 
ways rouzing you to, as there needs Nothing 
more to make you perfect. | 


I am forry, but not angry: I am remonſtra- 
ting, not ſcolding. RL 
Adieu | my ſpoiled Pet. 


— 


LETTER CCCXC. 


My deareſt HARR v, 

OUGH I make no Doubt but your good 

Senſe and Philoſophy will prevent your 

being uneaſy, from the Account you received of 
my Illneſs; yet I think it my Duty to inform 
ou, that I am better, than _— heard laſt. 
believe few People ever ſuffered more, in the 
Time, than I did, from Tue/day Noon, to the 
ſame Hour on Wedneſday: But I make no Ac- 
count of all I have endured, ſince it has pleaſed 
the Almighty to ſpare the dear Life, which I am 
infinitely more anxious for than my own. I 
hope gill to preſerve it; and am determined ra- 


ther to ſacrifice myſelf, than it. I have four of 
your 
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your Letters before me; but cannot pretend to 
anſwer any of them. I write in Bed, and can 
hardly ſee. | 

You ſay I talk of dying, in a ſplenetic Way. 
You are miſtaken, Harry; Death has as ſex 
Terrors for me, ' as for moſt People. I talked cf 
his Approach as a Thing expeQted, but not 
feared: If I betrayed any Weakneſs, it muſt 
have been from the Thoughts of parting with 
you, not Life; for indeed I have as little Rea- 
ſon to be fond of a painful Exiſtence, as you have 
to be diſpleaſed, and diſobliged, at my being 
concerned for our preſent or future Separation. I 
am of Opinion, that it is Strengih of Body, not 
Mind, I want, to render me agreeable to you : 
If T were a Foot taller, and proportionally robuſ, 
I ſhould be a cleverer Perſon than I am; but 
ſince © we cannot, by taking Thought, add one 
Cubit to our Stature,“ it is in vain to com- 
pou of my ſmall Size, or Want of Strength, or 

pirits. | 

I ſhall not mention your Coming any more. 
I have already ſpoke my Sentiments. Your own 
Diſcretion be your Guide. 

Adieu ! my dear Stoic! May I, if I live, be 
able to acquire the Strength you wiſh me poſſeſſed 
of! Or, may you, in ſome Degree, become 
more indulgent, as better uſed to my Weakneſs 

nd Deficiencies, both of Mind and Body! 


- 
France 
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LETTER CCCXCL. 


My deareſt F ANN v, | 

HEN I challenged you, upon your talk- 
ing of Death, I did not mean that you 
ſpoke of it in ſuch a ſplenetic Way, as betrayed 
a Fear of dying: I was rather apprehenſive, 
that you mentioned it in a Manner which ſhewed 
no Sort of Concern about the Matter; and par- 
don me, my beſt and lateſt Hope, if this ſhould 
naturally alarm both my Fears and Jealouſy. You 
ſometimes unkindly take me to Pieces, and I am 
not Beauty enough to ſtand ſuch a Scrutiny. N 
you would fairly lump me all together, I flatter 
myſelf you would have Reaſon to be better ſatis- 
hed with me. Thought, as you ſay, will not 
enlarge our Size; but a very {ttle RefleQion is 
capable of giving us higher Advantages, in a bet- 

ter Way than the Stature of Typbon could boaſt. 
I never ſpeak roughly to you, but out of my 
extreme Tenderneſs for you; and, when I ſaid 
it was in your Power to be a cleverer Perſon than 


jou were, I muſt have been miſerably miſunder- 


ſtood, to have this conſtrued into an Affront. As 
for the Philoſophy, you ſeem to reproach me with, 
do not ſee how I can ever prove it's Virtue, with 
regard to you; for your Behaviour, I am cer- 
tain, will never try its Temper, and your Danger 
would be too ſtrong for its Reſolution, 


Adi u] my Heart's Life, 
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LETTER CCCXCI. 


ELIEVE me, my ever-dear, my much 
loved Harry, when I tell you, that my talk- 
ing of Death, need not alarm w_ ouſy; 
for I ſolemnly declare, I find Nothing dreadful in 
the Thoughts of his Approach, but the too ten- 
der Concern, I feel at parting with you. If this 
be a Crime, I confeſs my Guilt : but let it be 
a Conſolation to you, as well as to me, that I am 
not conſcious of any other unrepented Sin ; but 
find my Soul filled with a ſtedfaſt Hope, that, 
thro* the Merits of my Reedemer, I ſhall be hap- 
y. Now let the Reſignation, with which [ 
bear the preſent Pains inflited on me, and the 
| „ with which I expect thoſethat are to 
come, bear Witneſs to my Love for thee ; ſinet 
that alone enables me to fapport the preſent, and 
expect the future, without even wiſhing for that 
certain Relief, which Death affords to human 
Miſery. Nay, I would go farther yet, and ſay, I 
wiſh. to live, from the dear Hope, that my Life 
is, and may be, of Moment to thy Happineſs, 
But, in this, and every Thing, let us endeavour 
at a perfect Reſignation to the Diſpenſations of 
the Almighty ; and ſay, with Truth and Chear- 
fulneſs, his Will, not our's, be done 
Be aſſured, my charming tout en ſemble, you 
cannot be hurt, by what you call, my taking 
* you to Pieces.“ You are perfect enough to 
ſtand a much nicer Scrutiny, than I am capable 
of making. But indeed you- miſapprehend me. 
when you ſuſpe& me intending any ſuch Matter. 
It is more than I can do, to defend: myſelf ; nor 
had I eyer the leaſt Deſign of finding Fault with 


you, 
Your 
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You ſometimes accuſe me of Weakneſs, which 
I am. aQually guilty of, but cannot help. I am 
mortified at your ſeeming to expect I ſhould be 
perfect, when I ſet up for om more, than a 
meer, ſimple, mortal Woman: Of Courſe, en- 
deavour to lay the Fault on Nature, rather than 
Will: And indeed I am convinced, that Con- 
ſtitution has a greater ſhare in'our Virtues and 
Vices, than we are willing to allow; and that a 
ſtrong Frame of Body is a great Help to the 
Mind. We have had frequent Inftances of Per- 
ſons, poſſeſſed of the greateſt Fortitude, becoming 
miſerably pufillanimous, when the animal Spirits 
were oppreſſed by Pain, Age, or Sickneſs. The 
Duke of Marlborough, in the latter Part of his 
Life, ufed to cry, like a ſick Girl, if he-loſt a 
Game at Picket, and ſay, that every one could 
b-at bim then : 


| | Did this become 
* Whom Armies follow'd, and a People lov'd ? 
Yet fure it would have been the utmoſt Cruelty, 
to have reproached him for his Weakneſs ; or, 
from thence, to have thrown any RefleQion on 
that noble Spirit, he formerly poſſeſſed. In ſhort, 
my dear Harry, it is my Opinion, that Provi- 
dence, to moderate the Pride of Man, has made 
the Faculties of the Mind, depend more on the 
Formation of the Body, than we are aware of: 
At leaſt, I am willing to think fo, as it natural 
accounts for my Want of Reſolution and Str 
of Mind, beſides an Hundred and Fifty other 
Failings, I am incident to. 

Adieu] my firſt, my beſt, my only Wiſb, and 
Hope l May you ever retain that Philoſophy, ' 
which I admire, not reproach, you for ; and may 
[ neveg furniſh you with Trials, which may prove 
it's Virtue, or exhauſt it's Strength. : 


F am 
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I am, and ever ſhall be, in Sickneſs, or in 
Health, truly and affeQionately yours. 


Frantes. 


LETTER CCCXCIIL 


My dear HARRY, 

DID not receive a Letter from you, by laſt 

Poſt, which, I dare ſay, has given as mu 
Joy to Mrs, , as Pain to me. Is it not 
an extraordinary Thing, that, labouring, as we 
are, under numberleſs Difficulties, we ſhould yet 
become Objects of Envy? This poor, poor Wo- 
man, bleſſed with Youth, Beauty, Fortune, Rank, 
and a fond Huſband, repines, like Nere, at what, 
I am afraid, ſhe too juſtly calls, uncommon Felici- 
ty 


She would fain perſuade herſelf, that we are 
not ſincere, in that elegant Tenderneſs, which 
ſubſiſts between us; and frequently. ſays, ſhe 
ſhould be jealous of a Huſband, that treated her 
with that Politeneſs, which you have ever ſhewn 
towards me. Her Taſte is truly Ruſſian, on ma- 
ny Subjects. | 

I have helped her, in ſome Meaſure, to account 
for this extraordinary Phenomenon, meerly to 
abate her Uneaſineſs, by telling her, that frequent 
Abſences encreaſe our Fondneſs, which might 
otherwiſe, perhaps, degenerate into .the beaten 
Track, which moſt married People limp thro”, 
heavily enough, God knows. 


* Short Abſence urges ſweet Return. 
This has, in ſome Degree, quieted her per- 
turbed Spirit : But then our conſtant Correſpon- 


dence is another ſtumbling Block—three Times 
a Week! 
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was at Bath, ſhe never wrote but one Letter to 
her Huſband, in three Months.---We muſt cer- 
tainly write out of Books ; for ſhe believes ſhe 
loves Mr. , as well as I do you. 

I have too much Humanity to try to undeceive 
her—- There are ſome Errors, which conduce' to 
one's Happineſs ; and it is cruel to make us wiſe, - 
at the Expence of our Felicity, Alas ! ſhe little 
knows the real Tranſport there is, in ſuffering 
for, or with, the Object that we love. Could ſhe 
conceive it, ſhe would cry out, with Alonzo, in 
the Revenge, © By Heaven, Ienvy them their 
Agonies.“ 

But enough of her, and her ſordid Paſſion. I 
will ſtrive not to be alarmed, at your Silence: 
as there are frequent Miſtakes made in the croſs 
Poſts ; which, without a Pun, are foto me. 

You ſee, my Love, what inſipid Stuff I write 
when I am deprived of my beſt Inſpirers, your 
dear Letters. Like the famed Dadonian Grove, 
| breathe but empty Murmurs, *till my Apollo 
comes : But I will not preſume to ſay, that even 
you, can make me ſpeak like an Oracle. Fe Bad- 
ine pour paſſer le temps. Fe ſuis, au pied de lettre, 


foute a vou. 


Frantes. © 


_—_— 


LET TER CCCXCIV. 

My dear Fanny, | 
Arrived here, Yeſterday, . and threw the 
whole Family into a Hurry and Flutter. At 

my Approach to the Door -- B——leaped 
over Waſhing-Tubs, and Brewing-Pans, to 
take my Hand and my Horſe ;--- Mr, ——ſhook 
my 
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my Arm out of the Socket ;—Miſs —— tumbled 
down Stairs, and ſprained her Ancle ;---and B. 
R oped wide her Arms, and never · hut- 
ting Jaws, to embrace me. 4 

They all made many friendly Inquiries about 
you r. — ſpeaks of you, with both Love 


and Efteem ; and the Reſt ſeem to loak up at you, 


as of an higher Order of Intelligence. | 

I came from Yeſterday.---Our Friend 
is in very great Difficulties at preſent ; Diſtreſſes 
of various Kinds—T am to perform many AQs 
of Service and Friendfhip, for him, in his 
Afﬀairs—- He always applies to me, upon all Diffi- 
culties, of his own ; but never thinks of me, in 
any of mine.---This is having Friends 2 bon march, 
with a Witneſs. 

While I was there, an odd Thing happened 
in the Town---4 Man died for Shame / The Ex- 
preſſion, I have often heard of; but the Fact, 
never before---He was a Shoemaker, and in very 
Circumſtances---His Wife died lately, and 
was buried, of Courſe; as it was a Chrifti 
Country The diſconſolate Huſband followed her 
Bier, but, all the Way he went, overheard the 
People crying out Shame, at the Meanneſs of 
the Funeral Attire—For a Perſon of his Sub- 
ſtance---For a Tradeſman of his Cuſtom For ſo 
good and induſtrious a Wife---For a Widower, 

who was young enough to marry again, c. 
This had an Effect upon the poor Man's Spi- 
rits— When he appeared in his Shop the next 
Day, he fancied every one, who looked at him, 
was reproaching him in his Mind—-He fell ill, 
took his Bed, confefled the Cauſe of his Dil- 
onder, _ = was buried _ the ſame worry 
with his Wife, the very Day Se'nnight, 
her Interment. 3 


— 
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led What a capricious Machine is Man ] Subject 
* to Aceidents, which never affe& a Brute, or 2 


_—_— And, what a Death for an \friſbnun, 
too ; 
out don't expect that this Letter, or even my 
ove IF former, will overtake you in Corte; but I don't 
ou, IF know, at preſent, where elſe to direct; ant 
pen, Ink, Paper, and good "Wiſhes, are not 
end thrown away; for the fond Intent oꝰerpays me, 
les tho? they ſhould never reach you. I dont think 
ACts IN that I am in the leaſt Danger of dying for Shame. 


Adieu ! my Life. 


Henry. 


LETTER CCCXCV. 


. 


My deer FANNY, | | 
M R. and Mrs. C—— were much diſap- 
pointed at miſſing the Pleaſure of all your 
Company, bere, Yeſterday.-—You . muſt have 
zone a longer, and a worle Road, Home: But 
this, I am ſure, Mrs. W. choſe, rather 
than accept of our Friend's genteel Invitation, 
meerly becauſe ſhe is not acquainted with her. 

I gueſſed this Matter, beforehand ; which 
aved me a Diſappointment. Women ſeem to 
de naturally afraid of each other, and it requires 
certain Preliminaries, Forms, .and Guaranties; 
o bring any two of them together. They would 
boner face ten Men, than one of their own Sex. 
Why are you ſo much more encumbered with 
Ceremonies, than we? One would fancy that 
je were Brittle-Ware, in Sooth, that the World 
has taken Care to ſurround you with ſo ma 
Out-Works---Or, as ſome of the Antients ſaid, 

Vol. III. G that 
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that no two Soothſayers could ever meet, without 
laughing, perhaps there may be ſome Sex Secret, 
or bona Dea Myſtery, among ye, that makes ye 
ſo ſhy of one another. | 
. Counſellor dined here Yeſterday ; and 
ſuch:a Meanneſs of Behaviour I never met with 
before, in any Perſon who appeared under the 
Character of a Gentleman It was Squire C-—, 
and Squire G——, at every Word, bowing and 
fawning, all the While, like a Servant come to 
be hired—Yet he is of a good Family, has had 
a collegiate Education, and in the Practice of a 
liberal Profeſſion But there is a Poorneſs of Spi- 
rit, and Demeanour, in ſome People, which is 
not to be accounted for, but by ſuſpeQing that 
ſome Mothers muſt have been too familiar with 
their Footmen. | 

I ſhall ſtay here a Day or two longer, and then 
furrender myſelf to my Duty and Affections, to- 
gether, united in you. 

Adieu 


Henry. 


— - 


LETTER CCCXCVL 


Dear FAN Nx, 


4 7H UR and I are Pylades and Oreſtes 
here, at preſent, the high-ſpirited Hermione 
away.—I ſhewed him your Letter, where you 
expreſs ſuch Aſtoniſhment at Mrs. S——'s Baſe- 
neſs and Ingratitude. We agreed that your own 
Virtue keeps you ſtill a Child, ard ſuffers you 
to be dy ſurprized at every new Inſtance 
of Vice you hear of, or meet with, in the 
World. But this Wonder, believe me, will 
gradually 
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gradually leſſen, as your Experience and Com- 
merce with Mankind increaſe. 8 | 

All young People, I think ſo, ſet out in Life, 
with Good-Nature, Generofity, and Benevolence 
—With a Ray, at feaſt, from the whole Con- 
ſtellation of Virtues—-But, in their Paſſage thro” 
the World, they meet with ſuch frequent Inſtan- 
ces of Baſeneſs, Diſhoneſty, and Perfidy, that, 
like Brutus, they are, at length, brought almoſt to 
think Virtue itſelf but a Name; and, if not 
ſtrongly imbued with Religion, grow lukewarm 
in its Practice, or are tempted, like Dupes at 
Play, to deal back again, upon others, thoſe De- 
ceits and Frauds, which they have themſelves been 
bubbled by. 

A ſevere Moraliſt being once aſked, Who was 
the greateſt Knave in the Kingdom? replied, 
Pll tell you that, when I have found out the 
Name of the oldeft Man. This is a ſhocking 
View of Human Nature—But there are Excep- 
tions---Many, I hope---Some I know---God pre- 
ſerve us both in the Number 

I ſhall ſend you the Spa Water, by To-mor- 
row's Stage, as you deſire; but pray believe me, 
that this is the firſt Notice I had of your Re- 
queſt, *Tis poſſible that you might have men- 
tioned Something of it before I came up; but 
you know I am no Babbler, and never _— 
Converſations out of the Room; ſo that, unleſs 


1 take down Memorandums of Commiſſions, they 


expreſled it once, 


become, as Captain H 


by a lucky ſlip-flop Phraſe, Remorandums, and I 
Adieu } 
G 2 Henry, 


LE 


ſeldom execute any of them. 


5 
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LETTER CCCXCVH. 


Dear Fanny, 

SENT you, laſt Poſt, Mr. s Anſwer 
to me upon my hate Requeſt. -1 ſend you now 
my Anſwer to his Letter, to ſhew you my Man- 
ner of acting, in all Matters of this Kind. This, 
and higher Inſtances of Philoſophy, have I been 
always capable of, and frequently practiced in, 
without pretending. to greater Virtue or Heroiſm 
than other People.---The Receipt is eaſy— Tis 
only to ſtop our Ears to Jealouſy, and Self- Inte- 
reſt, and open our Eyes to the impartial Dictates 
of common Senſe. 

Upon ſuch an Occaſion as this, one ſhould 
naturally ſoliloquy themſelves thus“ George 
has not drank more of my Wine than I have done 
of his, nor does he owe me an Obligation of any 
other Kind. Why then ought I to expect that 
he ſhould run any Manner of Riſque to ſerve 
me? Had he refuſed the fame Requeſt to a 
other Perſon in the ſame Cates, 
ſhould approve his Prudence. Let me then di- 
veſt me of Self, and commend him as juſtly in 
my own Caſe.” 

You ſee I have preſerved the Spirit of theſe 
Reflections, in the incloſed Letter; and it was 
but fair that I ſhould endeavour to reconcile his 
Behaviour to his own Mind; as the Uneaſineſs 
which, I dare ſay, he felt upon the Refuſal, was 
owing to the Unreaſonableneſs of my making 
him an improper Requeſt. 

If People would but think a little in this tem- 
perate and rational Way, upon many Occaſions 
in Life, moſt of the Murmurings and Jealouſies 
among Friends, Neighbours, and ——_— 

wou 


I 
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would ſoon ſubſide. A Criminal, under Sen- 
tence, laments his Fate, without Reſentment 
againſt the Jury who have condemned him to 
ſuffer, conformably to Juſtice, And ſhall Men 
become more unreaſonable, upon leſs ſevere 
Trials ? 

This Turn of Thought has been very uſeful 
to me, by preſerving my Good-Humour to the 
World, ever ſince a little Experience had worn 
out the Romance of Friendſhip, and juvenile Be- 
nevolence, which my whole Soul was early 
fraught with. Happy, indeed, would it have 
been for me, if I could have, ever ſince, diveſt- 
ed myſelf of thoſe early, Prejudices, as well as I 
bave been able to do of my Expectations of 
meeting with them in others. The ſole Misfor- 
runes of my Life have been owing to my havi 
entered into Engagements for other People. And 
yet . not repont ty, * — indeed moo | 
properly belongs to b e was & Spiri 
of Honour K. A and, in one — 
2 Sort of moral Obligation, inducing me to theſe 
Acts, which ſerves to ſupport my Mind under 
the heavy Preſſures they have occaſioned, And 
tho? I have met with moſt ungrateful Returns 
from each of the Parties, I will not cancel the 
Merit of my Behaviour, by even wiſhing that I 
had acted otherwiſe. I ſhall wait, with. Patience 
and Reſignation, to have my friendly and bene- 
volent Affe ctions rewarded in another Life (for 
this is no World for it) ſincerely hoping that 
their Ingratitude and Unworthineſs may be for- 
given them, in the ſame Place. 
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LETTER CCCXCVII. 


My dear HARR V, 


I Received your truly philoſophical Letter, and 
am charmed with it, as well as with the Copy 
of the other, you were ſo kind to take the Trou- 
ble of ſending me. I cannot tell which Part of 

our Sentiment to commend moſt; therefore, 
ſhall only obſerve, that your Humanity in endea- 
vouring to reconcile Mr. 's Refuſal to him- 
ſelf, is a truly eaſtern Refinement upon Morals. 
— Tis in the very Strain of ſome of the little 
Novels, that Pere du Halde gives us from among 
the Chineſe Writings. 

This Stroke in your Character will not be 
eredited in the next Age; and if I did not know 
the Writer, 1 ſhould be apt myſelf to imagine I 
was reading a Compoſition of antient Ethics, *till 
I recolleQed, that the moſt ſpeculative and en- 
lightened Philoſophy never carried the Delicacy 
of Sentiment to ſuch an Height. | 

I am ſometimes diſtreſſed at anſwering your 
Letters upon ſuch generous Subjects. — I am aſha- 
med not to remark upon them, leſt it might look 
as if I was not ſenſible of them: And yet I am 
afraid to engage in them, leſt my not being able 
to expreſs myſelf heroically enough, might be 
imputed to my Want of Warmth or Feeling 
upon ſuch. Topics. But in Truth, my Harry, the 
only Sentiments which I am naturally capable of 
expreſſing, are thoſe of Love, of Tenderneſs, 
and Pity. You have indeed taught me to ſoar 
with Pleaſure along with you, into the ſublimeſt 
Regions of philoſephic Virtue : But then you 
have never yet been kind enough to ſupply me 
with a Quill from your own Pinions, to deſcribe 

: my 
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my Admiration and equal Approbation of ſuch 
celeſtial Viſion. | 

I have got rather too high here, as L*Enclos 
ſays, How ſhall I deſcend ? But I don't deſcend 
from the Height of Happineſs, at leaſt, by ſub- 
ſcribing myſelf my dear Harry's truly affection- 


ate Wife. 


Frances. 


_ | — 
LETTER CCCXCIXA. 


Dear FAN N v, 


WAS afraid, from Tom's enigmatical Letter, 
that there was Something amiſs. in his Office. 
You may ſee, by the incloſed, that his Employ- 
ment has been in Danger. How lucky was it, 
that my worthy and agreeable Friend' happened 
to be in the Way to ſave him 
I hear that your Poet, , is coming over 
to be preferred among us---But why ſhould we 
rejoice? We ſhall have no more of him than if 
he remained in England---Know him only by his 
Writings---If he would deign to write in Bæotia 
We ſhould rather pity him for being exiled 
from a Land of Liberty and Letters. 5 | 
I muſt not ſtir one Step farther, I know, *till 
I have explained this laſt Expreſſion to my little 
Dimoct of Ireland: But I ſpeak only of our Miſ- 
fortune, not our Reproach. Can a Country be 
ſtiled free, that can neither coin Money, nor 
make Laws for itſelf? Much leſs, I am ſure, can 
a Nation pretend to the leaft Shadow of Liberty, 
that is reſtrained in its Trade---The natural Pri- 
vileges of Mankind, becauſe for the mutual Ad- 
vantage of the Whole, denied us! And, as for 
G 4 Letters, 
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Letters, Genius always lies dormant, till roufed 
by a liberal Patronage. 

I ſend you-a Bout-Rim#; the Occaſion of which 
was this: Mr. ſhewed' me a Lampoon, 
of. his Writing, upon the late abſurd Story of 
— He begged 1 would correct it— But it 


was incorTrigible---So very bad, that I really be- 


lieve it would have been denied an Edition even 
at the Rein-Deer in Montrath-Street. * I might 
have given him the ſame Anſwer that an Hack- 
ney-Coachman once did to Pope; but I cannot 
ſay a rude Thing, for all the Wit or Humour in 
the World, even if they were my own; ſol amu- 
ſed him with pretending that I had ſome Thoughts 
of writing a Ballad upon the ſame Subject my- 
ſelf, I then took up the Pen, and extemporized 
theſe' Chinks, with ſuch a Luckineſs, that th 
ſeer to chims out the very Satire here intended, 
full as well, at leaſt, as Turn again Whittin 
Here IT bar the Alluſion of /# the Bell clinketh, 

The marking out a- Subject, and the Vein it 
is to be traced in, by the Rhimes alone, is a vaſt 
Improvement to the Bout-Rime, It was really 
Nothing: before; but this. Addreſs almoſt brings 
it up to the Genus of Wit; and, as it is a new 
Species of it, and intirely of my own Invention, 
1 claim the Right of Denomination, and ſhall 
ſtile it Verbum Sapienti, or a Word to the Wiſe. 

Lampoons upon a weak, or Satires againſt a 
wicked: Adminiſtration, might be ſafely written in 
this Way, and would puzzle the Lawyers to 
point out the Treaſon. 

Uncommon Thoughts afford great Entertain- 
ment to the Mind: But they are equally the 

Amuſement 


o 


— 


* Where Ballads, Elegies, and laft dying Speeches, 
are printed. 
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Amuſements of Wits and Madmen : And who 
— be able to diſtinguiſh in what is common to 
both ? 


Adieu / 


LETTER CCCC. 


Dear FAN Nx, 


OST excellent Weather you have left. 
us to conſole ourſelves with, for your Ab- 
ſence! A poetical Lover, as they all are, might 


| almoſt literally tell his Miſtreſs now, that the Air 


weeps her Loſs: that the Sun hides its Face for 
Grief; and the Winds groan her Departure--- 
How came I never to ſay ſuch pretty Things to 
you ? I am afraid that the charming Month of 
October has forfeited its Charter Perhaps it may 
be as bad when you return; but then I ſhall not 
be dull enough to take Notice of it You ſee I 
could ſay pretty Things if I pleaſed. 

This very Minute, in fit Weather for ſuch a 
Meſfenger, your Expreſs arrived: But all that 
affects me, upon this Occaſion, are your too ti- 
mid Apprehenſions. I defy all the Malice of the 
World, unleſs you alſo enter into Combination 
againſt me. Your Alarms are the only Alliance 
that can make the other formidable. I have no 
Fears, but your's alone. When I gave you my 
Heart, I thought I had given you its Courage 
too, I ſhall take it back again, if you make a 
Coward of it. You are the only unguarded 
Paſs thro? which Misfortune can attack me with 

| G 5 Succeſs. 
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Succeſs. I am Man enough for my own Unhap- 
pineſs ; but I bear your's like a Child. 

I am not aſhamed of honeſt Poverty. Let 
others bluſh for their Riches. The firſt has 
Nothing reproachful in it, but what it borrows 
from the Perſon's own Character: And the Va- 
lue we ought to ſet upon the latter ſhould alſo 
depend upon the ſame Contingent. 

Life is a Picture --Fortune the Frame But 
Misfortune the Shade--- The firſt only is extrinſic 
Ornament: But the latter, if well /u/ained, 
forms the intrinſic Merit, by giving a bolder Re- 
lief to the Figures. 

But I deſpair of ever making even the Picture 
of Philoſophy, of my own Fanny, after your laſt 
womanly Leiter; and, in Truth, you deſtroy my 
intire Reliſh for Misfortunes, by your Puſillani- 
mity: For, after all, now, what Satisfaction 
can there poſſibly be in them, except the Pride 
of ſtanding firm, and bravely triumphing over 
them ? But your Impatience breaks my Reſolu- 
tion, and ſinks my Spirits ſo low, that I do ſeri- 
ouſly aſſure you, I moſt heartily wiſh this Mo- 
ment, for your Sake, that I was quite rid of 
every Thing of the Kind for Life. 


Amen! and Adieu ! 


ff $. I ſhall write to my Attorney the Mo- 
ment I ſend off the Bearer. 


L E T- 
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LETTER CCCCL 


My dear HARRv, 

RE AD your Second Volume of the Trium- 

virate, which you. left me, this Morning. * 
I ſee now why you would not let me have it, 
while you ſtayed here : But, like' an unmodern 
Critic, let me firſt commend, before I find. 
Fault. 

This Manuſcript is rich, even to Luxuriancy, 
in Matter, Language, Sentiment, Frolic, Ad- 
venture, and Surprize. There are many Paſ- 
ſages in it, which ſeize upon the Heart unawares, 
and leave the Eyes to mourn its Captivity, even 
without a Wiſh to ſet it free, 

Chapter CLE XII. upon confined Debtors, is 
written with that generous Warmth, which 
equally diſtinguiſhes your Writings, and marks 
your Character. Were it tranſlated into the 
Oriental Langnages, and publiſhed in China, 
where the darling Principles of Humanity ſo. 
much abound, it were ſufficient to turn all their 
Priſogs and Goals, into Hoſpitals and Alms- 
Houſes. 

Your Manner of telling a Story is admirable—- 
No one Circumſtance added which is not neceſ- 
ſary to explain the FaQ-- *Tis not like reading 
a Story, but like hearing one in Company, 
where the Relator haſtens on to the Cataſtrophe. 
The Precipice Adventure, + however, came too 
ſuddenly upon me.---It made me ſhudder, and 
grow inſtantly ſick -I immediately abhorred the 
Murderer--- And yet, in a few Lines, you have 
had the mortifying Addreſs, to turn my Com- 

paſſion 


* See Letter CCCLXIV. 
1 Chapter CXXVIL 
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paſſion for the Victim, in Favour of the Execu- 
tioner. 

And now, good Mr. Author, that I have given 
the Merits of your Writing, its due Praiſe, fuffer 
me, without Reſentment, to reprove the Deme- 
— it, with the fame Impartiality, and Car- 

our. 

J confeſs, that I am extremely diſpleaſed at 
moſt of thoſe Chapters, where yon make Tri- 
glypb interlope, as you phraſe it. They are, by 
no Means, in your natural Stile of Writing. I 
allow you Wit, but beg Leave to deny you Hu- 
mour. You have Sentiment, but not Arch- 
nefs. Theſe Eſſays hurt the finer Parts of your 
Work,. and are injured alſo, in Turn, by-them 
again. They lead the Readers to conceive a 
ſligtiter Opinion of the Author, than the former 
Parts could poſſibly ſuffer them to imagme; and 
theſe: latter Paſſages, alfo, appear more flat, 
from the Contraſt, than perhaps they might do 
in a diſtin Writing, all of the ſame Piece. 
But theſe Paſſages offend me, not ſo much as 
a Critic, as a Woman, and a Mother. I would 
not have a Father write any Thing, which he 
would not chuſe to have his Children read. Now, 
I amt very certain, that you would not put this 
Manuſcript into the Hands either of your Son, or 
Davghter—Why then publiſh the Book, with 
ſuch reprehenſible Blots in it? 

Perhaps it may not be amiſs, to qualify the 
Harſhneſs of this LeQure, by returning back a- 
gain, to the former Part of my Obſeryations upon 
this Manuſcript ; therefore, I ſhall conclude my 
Letter, with taking Notice of Mr. Carews?'s 
Confeſſion of Faith ;* which, I acknowledge, has 
given me infinite Satisfaction, and does you equal 

Honour 


* Chapter CLXII. 
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Honour: too. Tis philoſophic, refined, and 
new; and is, in my Opinion, the moſt rational 
Syſtem of Chriſtianity, that ever I read. It has 
the Eſſence of Ten Volumes of Sermons, by 
the Subject, in as few Lines. 

There is an infinite Fund of Variety, in this 
Work, -which you have crouded into Two Vo- 
farmes—Fielding would have made Twenty out of 
them; Richardſon have ſpun them to Fifty; and 
Sterne to Two Hundred. 

I hope we part Friends now, and believe me 
to be, my dear Biographer Trighpb, your admi- 
ring Reader, and truly affectionate Wife. 


Frances. 


P. S. I beg to know, whether your Deſcrip- 
tion of the Storm, * be your own, or only a Quo- 
tation ? Your running into Blank Verſe, for a 
few Lines, in the Midſt of Proſe, ſurprized me 
# good Deal. I wascharmed with it ; but never 
met with it before ; and I am tolerably well read, 
in our Engliſh Poets. 

Pray tell me whom you deſign to dedicate theſe 
Volumes to. 


e 


i. Mi. ti. Auth — IE * — * S tt. dt. * —_———— 


LETTER CCCCIL, 


— 


Dear FaxnwNy, 


| Arrived here, laſt Night, late, wet, and tir- 
ed, I found all our Friends extremely well, 
and your Son, as uſual, in high Health, Spirits, 
and Tatters. I ſhall have Cloaths made for him, 


Mr. 


before I leave this. 


* Chapter CLXXXIX. 
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Mr. R had a remarkable Dream, lately. 


There was a Schoolfellow of his, who, ſome ten 
Years ago, had gone into the Army : R— knew 
not the Regiment, nor where it was ſtationed ; 
nor had he any particular Friendſhip, or other 
Connection, with the young Man, that might 


have brought him, at any 'Time, into his Mind. 


He dreamed, that he was in Company with 


the Perſon's Father, and aſked him, How his old 
School-fellow did > The Father wept, and repli- 
ed, Tom has been lately killed in Germany. 

Mr. R repeated this Dream to Mr. C-—, 
next Morning, adding, that he could not ima- 
gine what could have made this Perſon occur to 
his Mind now, whom he did not recolle& to 
have once thought of before, ſince they had part- 
ed from School, together, 'Two Days, after, the 
Action at Minden appeared in the Papers; and. 


the firft Name, among the Slain, that truck his 


Eye, was Tom's. 

The unaccountable Contingency of Dreams, 
will ever remain a Myſtery, *till we ſhall awake 
from our laſt Sleep. I have had ſeveral extraor- 
dinary ones, in my Life, unattended with any 
Manner of Conſequences ; and have had others, 
interpreted by Events, which, however, were no 
farther remarkable, than that they ſerved to re- 
call thoſe Viſions to my Mind, which were not 
ſtrong enough, at the Time, to impreſs themſelves 
on it. 

My Dream, about Mr. Leſcure's Leg of Mut- 
ton and Turnips, wanted Nothing to render it 
worthy the Notice of Hiſtory, but it's being a 
beſieged Town, my being a General, and famiſh- 
ing for Hunger, Adieu ! and go ſleep. 


Henry, 
L E T- 
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LETTER CCCCIN. 


Dear Fanwy, 

Received your Critic upon the Second Vo- 

lume of the Trio. I confeſs myſelf flattered, 
and pleaſed, with it: So far from being offended, 
at your Severity againſt ſome Parts, I ſhall ſhew 
my Senſe of your Reproof, by barely endeavour- 
ing to excuſe, without attempting to juſtify, 
them. 

You remember, yourſelf, that, when I had: 
finiſhed the Firſt Volume, I ſent it over, to Lon- 
don, by Mr. „to try the Pulſe of the Pub- 
liſhers there; and it was returned to me again, 
with this Anſwer, That the Writing was too 
high for a Novel, and fit only for a few Rea- 
ders. That a Work, of this Kind, ſhould be: 
* written in a more familiar Language, have 
more of Adventure, and be ſeaſoned with Co- 
* micality, and Archneſs, before they would pur- 
© chaſe it, in Hopes of its bringing a Sale.” 

Upon this Hint, you know I inſerted Chapter 
LXXXIX. as an Effay ; which is. the only one, 
in that Stile, in the firſt Volume. I read that 
to you, and you laughed, ſaying only, If they: 
will have a May-Pole, why let them bave a May-Pole: 
Which Expreſſion, or Quotation, I then made 
the Motto of my Appendix to that Volume. 

This encouraged me; and, when Ebad Leifure- 
to undertake the Second Volume, I threw in a 
good Number of Chapters, in the ſame Stile: 
And now, really, I think you are rather too puri- 
tanical, in your Strictures; for, where there 
15 not any Sort of bad Principle inculcated, or. 
encouraged, I proteſt I can ſee no Vice in a Jeſt, 
nor Immorality in Archneſs. The whole Tenor 
of the Work, is virtuous ; breathing Honour, 

Juſtice, 
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Juſtice, and Humanity, throughout: And we 
ſhould judge of Writings, as we do of Charac- 
ters. Many Paſſages in it may inſpirit Morals; 
and the freeſt of them will never corrupt Man- 
ners. I bluſh, myſelf, at this Encomium, more 
than any one need do, at thoſe Parts you repre- 
hend: But 'tis not deemed a Breach of Modeſty, 
to ſay Things of ourſelves, which might other- 
wiſe appear vain, when one 1s challenged upon 
their Defence. | 

To conclude: Be aſſured that every Part of 
the Work, which you approve, was written for. 
vou; and thoſe Parts, which you find Fault 
with, were only inſerted: for my Bookſeller.---I 
give frequent Hints of this Diſtinction, through- 
out.---I cannot recolle& the Paſlages, at preſent; 
but, when you and I read the Whole together, I 
ſhall point them out to you. | | 

However, I hope this may ſatisfy your Pru- 

.I here paſs my Word to you, that, when 
E am reading the Manuſcript to you, I will ſtrike 
out every Sentence, that you ſhall /eriouſly object 
to; begging Quarter only for thoſe you cannot 
reprove, without laughing. 

The Deſcription of the Storm, is my own.--- 
Its coming in, ſo unaceountably, in the Midſt 
of Proſe, makes it appear, as you obſerve, odd 
enough.---I did not defign it. I meant to have 
written it in the ſame Stile with the Reſt; but, 
upon reading over the Chapter, I found the Lines 
had accidentally formed themfelves, pretty 
nearly, into Blank Verſe. I then altered ſome 
few Words, to compleat the Metre.---This, I 
am convinced, is the natural Meaſure of Speech, 
in ftrong Paſſion, or warm Deſcription, and ſut- 
ficiently 
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ficiently juſtifies- the Uſe of Blank Verſe, or 
meaſured Proſe, in Tragedy. 


Atieu ! my Life. 
Your”s,. | 
B. Triglypb. 


F. S. I think. I have now anſwered all the 
Particulars of your Letter, which you know is 
always my methodical Way, Paragraph by Pa- 
ragraph—-No, I ſee there is one Article more to 
be taken Notice of. 

You. aſk me, Whom I mean to dedicate this 


Work to? But, ſurely, you cannot be at a Loſs 


ta guelym QNuis Deus nobit hc Otia fectd# To 
the Patron who has afforded me Leiſure to write, 
certainly. 


4 


LETTER CCCCIV. 


1 707 FAN Nx, 
INE, Yeſterday, at „ and ſaw 
the two Ladies, after their Overturn. They 
are really a Pair of Spectaclet, at preſent ; but, 
like Grecian Domes, look beautiful, even in their 
Ruins, 
Her Ladyſhip is the moſt unlucky Perſon that 
ever was known, There hardly paſſes a Week 
that ſome Accident or other does not befall her. 
I ſtiled her, Yeſterday, the fair Ragotina, and 
told her I would ſoon publiſh The Hiſtory of her 
Miſadventures ; or, The Memoirs of her Death : 
For that cannot properly be deemed a Lite, 
which is compoſed of Articula Mortis, or daily 
Dyings. In ſhort, the Motto of W 
| | * 
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ſhould be the Reverſe of Cz/ar's Sentence, as 
thus—T hou carrieſt ] , and ber Misfortunes. 
I met Sevign?'s Letters, here, and amuſed my- 
ſelf this Morning, with reading them over again, 
I think what you have ſaid of them, is true 
enough; and yet, perhaps, that may have 
been their Merit. If this be ſo, then our Col- 
lection + muſt certainly be too rich, for Letters ; 
'and the Editor has ſpoiled them, by leaving out 
moſt of the trifling Paſſages, and common Oc- 
currences, of the Originals. Letters ſhould not 
be Recu,illes of Wit, or Learning, but rather re- 
ſemble the familiar Converſations of eaſy, well- 
bred Company, which amuſe us extremely well 
for the Time, without leaving any Sentiment or 
Reflection, reſting on the Mind. A Sort of run- 
ning Pattern, as you ſaid once, without an 
Ground. 
Such Writings as theſe, however, muſt never 
be tranſlated ; for, like Champaigne, the Spirit 
evaporates in decanting. 


Adieu, 


Henry. 


LETTER CCCCV. 


My deareſt Harry, 

HAVE paſſed my Time very agreeably, 

ſince I came to Town.---A little too much 
junketting, excepted, Our Friends ſeemed to 
embrace me doubly ; for all that Welcome, they 
had prepared for us both, was laviſhed upon 


One | 
I muſt 


* See Letter CCCLIV. 
+ The former Volumes of the Series. 
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I muſt beg a Bit of Pardon from you—lI have 
not been to wait, on your Aunts, as you defired 
They are acquainted with my being in Town; 
and I think I ought to wait their Overture---I 
would pay them every Mark of Reſpect, in my 
Power, but none of Servility---In the preſent 
Circumſtances of our Fortunes, perhaps it might 
paſs for ſuch---I have not an Atom of Pride, in 
my Nature; therefore am never inſolent: But I 
have, and rejoice in it, a tolerable Share of Spi- 
rit ; therefore am never mean. | 

I ſee ſome Things in a different Light, from 
you, Women are wrapped up in more Folds, 
than Men. Their Behaviour is preſcribed by 
certain Rituals, while happy Men are at Liber- 
ty, to frame, or cancel, their own Precedents. 
Indeed, my dear Harry, if you would have me 
humble, you muſt firſt make me rich, or great. 

Fan, bon is finely recovered, but ſtill kept low, 
as this Spring has an unſafe Warmth in it. The 
poor Child longs for a Morſel of ſolid Food, and 
made me laugh, this Morning, at her ſaying, 
that, tho' Whey and Broth filled her Belly, they 
left ber Teeth bungry. 

I am writing in a Room, with fourteen Peo- 

le in it; and muſt conclude my Letter, with a 
grand Chorus of Loves, Services, c. which they 
are all breathing toward you, | 


Adieu! 


Frances, 


LET. 
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LETTER CCCCVI. 


My dear Fanny, 

CAME hither, from ——, Yeſterday, and 

left our dear Child extremely well, in per- 
fe& Health, Spirits, good Conditions, and new 
Cloaths. Be not under any Manner of Appre- 
henſion about him; a burned Child dreads the 
Fire; and his late Ducking has given him a Kind 
of Hydropbobia, I ſhould not have mentioned 
one Word of his diving Adventure; becauſe I 
know what poor Nerves you have; but that 
your Aunt had heard the Story, and I ſuppoſed 
ſhe you have wrote, and-alarmed-you more. 

Mr. T- 
Underftanding, polite Learning, and juſt Senti- 
ment. Oh! why are not all Men fuch as he | 
He tells me, that Mr. B-— is extremely well, 
both in Mind, and Health. He withes, that he 
would not live fo retired, Tis dangerous, with- 
out Literature. | 

The Moment I alighted, Lord put the 
Key of his Study into my Hand; and I have, at 
this Time, the double Pleaſure of fitting in a 
Library, and of writing to you, Is not this an 
happy Privilege, which I have aſſumed to myſelf, 
that, from the aliowed Peculiarity of my Cha- 
raQter, ſuch an inſignificant Perſon as I am, can 
come to a Nobleman's Houſe, and challenge the 
Liberty of being Maſter of his own Time, and 
Occupations? *Tis more than Privilege, tis Pre- 
rogative. I would not dwell with Kings, upon 
any other Terms. 

This Apartment is ſo retired from the Reſt of 
the Houſe, as to be quite free from any Manner 
of Noiſe, or Diſturbance, I but juſt hear the 
diſtant Sound of the Organ---not diſtin enough 

to 


t is hers: He is a Man of good 


to 
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to interrupt Study, and only fufficient to raiſe the 

latonic Audience of the Spheres, and render 
idence mufical. | 

You'll ſmile when you hear how I have been 
amuſing my Leiſure, this Half Hour paſt, My 
Son "begged of me, at parting, to write a Letter 
to him. I promiſed it But what to fay to him? 
T trad never written Namby Pambicks, in my Life 
ſo have given my Thoughts another Strain---1 
muſt play the Philoſopher, even with a Child 
I have always ſpoken to him, even from his liſp- 
ing Years, with the beſt Senſe I was Maſter -of 
—Tis the right Way---Children are capable of 
Apprehenſion, ſooner than fooliſh Fathers and 
Mothers imagine The only Art is to adapt your 
Language to them. 

1 fend you a Copy of the Letter. My Genius 
was not high enough to be more ſimple; nor 
had I Power of Stile, to be more plain : For, to 
be ſimple, without being low, and to be plain 
in Expreſſion, without Meanneſs, are uncommon 
Talents, 


Adieu, 


Henry. 
"The LET T'E NR. 


My dear Carty, | : | 
1 CO ULD not give an higher 1 
1 Affection toward you, than the Reſoftatron' 
was obliged to exert, in ſending you from me. I 
preferred your Advantage to my own Pieaſure, 
and ſacrificed Fondneſs to Duty. I ſhould have 
done this fooner, but waited *till my Inquiries 
had found ont a Perſon whoſe Character might 
be reſponſible for your Education; and Mr. 


was, 


* 
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was, at length, my Choice, for that important 
Truſt, He will be a fitter Parent to you, for 
the preſent Times, than either of thoſe you left 
behind you : He will ſee you, as you are, with- 
out the dangerous Bias of natural Affection: 
His Approbation muſt be earned by Merit ; our's 
might be but the Partiality of tender Connection: 
He is now the Subſtitute of our Authority ; and 
you are to conſider, that the Duty and Submiſ- 
ſion which we had a Claim to, is, for a Time, 
transferred to him. Your Obedience, then, will 
be without Murmuring, or ReluQtance ; more 
eſpecially, when you reflect, that a ſtrict Atten- 
tion to his Appointments, and an implicit Com- 
8 with his Commands, are not _ to 
orm the Rule of your ſafe Conduct in this Life, 
but to be the Earneſt of your Happineſs in the 
next. 

With Regard to your School Connections, it 
muſt be impoſſible for me to give you any In- 
ſtruction, at preſent ; for your Affections will 
form to themſelves general Attachments, *till the 
Improvement of your own Senſe, and Virtue, 
may enable you to diſtinguiſh reſpective Merit, 
in others : All that I ſhall obſerve to you, upon 
this Head, is, that it is very probable there may 
not be many among them, who have been better 
born than you are ; but it is alſo as likely, that 
there may be as few, who will not have the Ad- 
vantages of better Fortunes ; and I hope that 
this double Conſideration will excite you always 
to act up to that Spirit and Character, which be- 
comes your Family; and at the ſame Time to 
behave with ſuch Oeconomy, and Humility, as 
defits your Circumſtances. 

I am not ſo vain as to imagine, that you are 
now capable of comprehending the full 8 ot 


this Letter ; but I intreat, that you will keep it 
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by you, till you are. Ido not write to your preſent 
Apprehenſions, but to that Underſtanding, and 
Virtue, which, I truſt in God, and Mr. s Tui- 
tion, you will very ſoon acquire. Lexerciſea Fond- 
neſs, I fulfil a Duty, I confer my Bleſſing, and 
am, my deareſt Child, your truly affectionate 


Father. 
Henry. 


LETTER CCCCVIL 


My dear HARRV, 

OUR Incloſure pleaſed me extremely— 
There is Something inexpreſſibly tender in 

your Manner of Writing, upon all Subjects, where 

your Heart is of the Party This Softneſs renders 
our Letters charming, when you are to expreſs 
ondneſs ; but moſt cruelly kind, when you are 

to ſhew Reſentment. 

I hope that /ittle Fellow was pleaſed with your 
Letter, leſt the Treat ſhould be thrown away ; 
for I think his Maſter's Palate is too callous to 
taſte it--And I dare ſay, that Harry did reliſh, 
as far as he 15 capable of comprehending it ; for 
you remember, that his firſt Affections were of 
the tender Kind A ſoft Expreſſion would make 
him drop a Tear, ſwallow a Medicine, take up 
his Book, or hold out his Arm to be bled; 
while, if you happened to begin by commanding, 
he would raiſe his little Voice, and ſcold it out 
with either of us. The Spirit of a Man ſhould 
be ſympathetic; ſturdy to the bold, and ſoft to 
the gentle. I his is neither ſo — nor ſo ſafe 
a Character for a Woman. e are really moſt 
unaccountable Animals, conſidering us as accounta- 


bl 
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ble, at the ſame Time. I hate you Men, when. 
ever I think of it. . 

The World is come upon us. You know 
the poſſe comitatis that was expected. I rejoice 
at your being out of the Way ef Drinking, and 
holding bald, disjointed Cat, with Country 
*Squires, and Aſſembly Miſſes, 


Adieu |! 


LETTER CCCCVII.. 


— 


My deareſt Fanny, 
SEND you an Eſſay, wrote laſt Night, on 
the Life of Mzn ; the Hint of which, was taken 
from à philoſophic Reflection of your's, the 
Morning I left you, that it would be much hap- 
pier for us, if the whole Interval of Mortality, 
— perfect Manhood, without Childhood, or 
Age. | | 
Wow may remember ſaid, at the Time, that 
this Subject was very well worth diſcuſſing, at 
greater Leiſure, and more ſerious Moments, — 
It occurred to me, Yeſterday Evening, by Chance. 
—] pleaded my Prerogative, retired to the 
Library, and wrote theſe Thoughts, before 
Supper. The Scope of them is, to defend the 
preſent Order, or Succeſſion, of Seaſons, in 


the Life of Man; and to prove, with Pope, that + 


whatever is, is right. 
Henry. 
AN 
* See Letter CCCCVI, third Paragraph. 
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AN ES S AT 
on THE 
L I 'E or” IM AM; 


ANKIND have generally repined, at 

the ſcanty Portion of Mortality They 

ave not only blamed the Shortneſs, of the whole 

Drama, but have particularly reſented the con- 

trated Interval of the middle Stage of this petite 

Piece, or Three-A# Farce, as they term it; which 

they would have extended, by an Unity, with 
the firſt and laſt. 3 

* Since the whole Scope of our Temporality, is 


ſo ſmall a Span, Why were we not created; like 


* our great Prototype, in a State of Virility, to 
* entef upon the Action, at once? And, why 
need we be reduced, at laſt, to clole the 
© Scene, with ſuch Diſgrace, et furpem ſenectulem 
© degere © : 

To hint to theſe Perſons, that the unfortunate 
Example of Adam, was a dangerous Precedent, 
would be deemed ſyſtematical Divinity ; and, to 
point out the general Analogy in Nature, of 
Infancy, Vigour, and Decay, would be called 
ſyſlematical Philoſophy. 

Beſides, this would be only to give the Rule, 
and not the Reaſon : Nor dare I venture upon 
this latter Argument, at laſt, leſt they might take 
the Advantage of the Alluſion, in one Inftance-— 
* The World is the moſt perfect Mechaniſm 
* of Matter; and Man the compleateſt Compo- 
* ſition of Animals : This Globe, then, we ad- 
* mit to have been created in Time ; to have its 
Duration limited; and, conſequently, its Diſ- 
* ſolution ordained : But, during the intire Ex- 

Vor. III. H © tent 
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tent of it's Exiſtence, it's Vigour remains equal. 
Pray, now, how is your Analogy preſerved, 
between the Macro, and the Micro-Coſm ? 

What's to be done ? Shall I combat theſe Re- 
piners, with Metapbyſicks, and ſay, That Man', 
as perfect as be ougbi That his Condition of Life, 
is our Link in the great Chain---That there may 
be ſuperior Beings, created in that uniform State 
they wiſh for, &c. ? | 

I fear likewiſe, that this Plea would avail but 
little.--- There are a Sort of ſturdy Reaſoners, 
who will not be put off with Hypotheſis, for Ar- 

ments; and, as the only natural Knowledge 
of Mankind is à pofteriori, from Experience alone; 
Concluſions, not Premiſes ; all Judgments à pri- 
ori, Aſſumptions, or Suppoſitions, will not be 
accepted, without Proof, by Men who ſet up 
for no more Intelligence, than it is poſſible for 
them to attain, without Inſpiration, in this Life. 
Let us, then, return them an Anſwer, in their 
own Way ; ſupply a Reaſon, from the very Na- 
ture of the Subject itſelf; 


And vindicate the Ways of God, to Man. 


If we reflect, in the leaſt, upon Human Life, 
we muſt obſerve, that the ſeveral Aras of it, are 
adapted, and proportioned, to the natural Con- 
ſtitution of the Mind, and to the ſeveral Offices 
which we muſt regularly perform, for the Safety 
and Advantage of the whole Man. To diſtin- 
guiſh Life, like the Year, as Marcus Aurelius has 
done, into four Seaſons, Childhoed, Youth, Man- 
beod, and Age.“ The Firſt is neceſſary, for the 
Subjection of Paſſions, and imbibing the firſt 
Rudiments of Science, Curioſity then calling for 
| | Information, 


] have diſtinguiſhed the moral, as Galen has done 
the natural, Life of Man, into theſe Four Periods. 


I 
f 
P 
\ 
fi 
8 
a1 
A 


to 
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Information, as naturally as the Stomach does 


for Food The Second, for perfecting Knowledge, 
performing our Exerciſes, ſtrengthening our 
Morals, chuſing our Profeſſions, Purſuits, and 
fixing our Attachments to Friends and Miſtreſſes 
— The Third is appropriated, to matrimonial 
Society, to the Eſtabliſhment of our Fortunes, 
and the forming of our Characters in Life— 
Ard the laſt Stage is dedicated to Retirement, 
to reſt aſter our Labours, to philoſophic and re- 
ligious Contemplation, neceliary to wean our At- 
tachments from this World, and to prepare us 
for an Exit, ut conviva ſatur. 

As ye will not admit, Gentlemen, of à priori 
Knowledge, ye muſt allow the Two firſt Seaſons 
to be expedient; that our Reaſon may be per- 
feed, before we are permitted to enter upon 
perfect Action; ſo that, all ye can, poſſibly, 
contend for, now, muſt be to have the Third 
Portion extended, thro' the latter Ara of our 
Lives, 

* What Advantage can, rationally, accrue to 
Mankind, in general, or to the Individual, in 
* particular, from the Infirmities of Old Age ? 
* What Office can it naturally perform, either 
* for itſelf, or the, World, that might not be bet- 
* ter executed by Strength of Body, and Vigour 
* of Mind ? | 

In Anſwer to which Challenge, beſides what 
| have ſaid before, upon this latter Point, I ſhall 
ſubjoin a few Reflections, which every Man's 
own Experience may ſupply him with. 

There is a certain Reſtleſsneſs, and Impatience, 
in our Minds, that refuſes Pleaſure from a con- 
tinued - Enjoyment, or Contemplation, of the 
lame Set of Objects, or Ideas; and our Nature 
thirſts for Variety, from the Cradle, to the 

| H 2 Grave. 
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Grave. The ſeveral Seaſons of Life, open, with 
Novelty to Childbord, to Touth, to Manbood, and 
Senefcence, We find ourſelves, ſtill, as we ap- 
proach theſe advancing Aras, attracted by diffe- 
rent Views, Paſſions, and Purſuits ; and quit the 
former Scene, without Regret, not becauſe the 
ſhifting one will afford us better Entertainment, 
for as yet we have had no Experience of it, but, 
which does as well, becauſe we have made ſuffici- 
ent Trial of the foregoing, have eſſay ed its Plea- 
ſures, and exhauſted its Variety. At length the 
Vaſſalage of Ignorance, and Subjection, is paſt ; 
wehavenow arrived at the long wiſhed-for Throne 
of Man's Eſtate ; and would maintain the flatter- 
ing Empire of Health, Vigour, and Reaſon, du- 
ring the Remainder of our Reign. 

But when we have chimed over all the Chan- 
ges, on the few Notes of this Pitch of Life, How 
ſhalt we be able to relieve that !edium vitæ, that 
Satiety of Life, ſo generally complained of, al- 
ready, even in the preſent contracted Portions of 
our Time; which Numbers have found fo irk- 
ſome, that they have had Recourſe to Drunken- 
nefs, or Suicide, to rid themſelves of? 

The regnum ſui ſooths our Pride: The Succeſ- 
fon, and Alter nation, of manly Buſineſs, Sports, 
and Pleaſures, are truly rational Amuſements to 
the Mind: The chaſte Alliances, the tender 
Connections, the generous Friendſhips, the cha- 
ritable Dependeneies, of this State of Life, are, 
indeed, continued Sources of moral Happineſs, and 
heart-felt Tranfports—But, continued, to a cer- 
tain Period only. Satiety ſucceeds too- oft repeat- 
ed Joys: And Pleaſures, ſtill moving in a Circle, 
lag, when we begin the well-known Courſe a- 
gan. Were vigorous Manhood to remain, the 
ſame Paſſions and Purſuits would ſtill ſubſiſt, with 
baffled Hopes, and diſappointed Wiſhes ; Novel- 

ty 
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ty would grow ſtale, and Variety loſe its Change ; 
while Curioſity would urge, and Impatience re- 
ſent, the palled Fruition : Till we ſhould, at 
length, cry out, with a ſmall Alteration, in the 

Words of Milton, 7 


Each Seafon, and its Change, diſpleaſe alike.” 


A Thouſand untried Follies would be then at- 
tempted ; Prœmiums proffered by wearied Liber 
tines; laſſato vitiis, nec dum ſatiato, as was once 
done by a Roman Emperor, for the Invention of 
new Pleaſures; Caprice, Debauchery, and 
Vice, would reign, and cloſe our Lives, in Mad- 
neſs, or Deſpair,  . 

But, happily, in Relief to our unſtable Natures, 
our Vigour declines, our Paſſions ſubſide, Curioſ= 
ty grows weary, our Deſires are ſatisfied, and In- 

ce ſucceeds—A new Scene begins to unfold 
itſelf to our tired Faculties, and exhauſted Spirits 
A different Train of Ideas inſenſibly form thera- 
ſelves, by Degrees, in our Minds——Health, 
Peace, and Eaſe, the felicis animi immota tranquil. 
litat, become then our wiſer Wiſh—We have 
ſeen the Vanities, and felt the Follies of Lite ; 
nor would we try again, with feeble Mind and re- 


laxed Sinews, 


* To ſeek, with erring Step, Contentment's 
obvious Way. 


Laſtly, Death, that in Vigour would have 


been our Fear, in Decay, becomes our Hope. 
Amen ! : 
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LETTER CCCCIX. 


Dear Hakrky, 


Received your very. ingenious, and truly phi- 

loſophic, Eſſay. I am charmed with it; The 
Reaſoning, and Reflections, are ſtrong and con- 
cluſive, and afford vaſt Satisfaction to the Mind. 
To reconcile Man to the State and Condition of 
Man, is an extreme uſeful, and benevolent AQ. 

Your Stile, and Language too in this Piece, 1s 
finely adapted. — The Writing riſes with the Sub- 
ject, and becomes animated, where that grows 
warm.— The latter Part of the Twelfth Para- 


graph, is really fine; and the heavy Monoſyllable, 


iag, coming halting in, amidſt ſo many rounded 
Periods, has a moſt happy Effect in echoing the 
Senſe there intended. 

The Cloſe of your laſt Paragraph, is beautiful, 
and affeQing---Y our making it a Prayer, as well 
as a Refletion, caught hold of me, and made 
me moſt emphatically join in yout Oration, by 
repeating the Amen ! aloud. | 

I really think you have ſaid enough, upon this 
Subject, to ſilence, nay, to ſatisfy, all the Male- 
contents in the World; but there is one ObjeQi- 
on to the general Oeconomy, which, I am afraid, 
you will ſtile truly feminine ; but, as it has been 
a Subject of Reflection, and even of Uneaſinets, 
to me, I will venture to mention it to you; aſſu- 
red, that tho* you may ſmile at it, you will not 
laugh at me. — : 

I perfectly agree, with you, that a Relaxation, 
both of our bodily and mental Powers, is abſo- 
lutely neceſſary, to wean us from this World; 
but, as every Day's Experience proves the Truth 
of Ninon's * Fans. that the Soul clings as 

cloſe 
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cioſe to an ugly Body, as to a handſome one, 
I cannot ſee what End, either in Morals, or 
Nature, is anſwered 2 Decay of our Beauty 


being the natural Conſequence of encreaſing 
Years.. Do grey Hairs make the Head wiſer, or 
Wrinkles mend the Heart? Were the Charms 
that Nature lends us, not to be reclaimed *till we 
paid her our whole Debt, at once, ſhe would 
then be a kind Creditor indeed, and ſave Milli- 
ons of Sighs, and Tears, from thoſe whom ſhe 
ſeems to laviſh her greateſt Favours on, meerly 
to make them feel their Loſs. 

One Advantage, in Morals, I am certain, 
would ariſe from the Continuation of Beauty: 


Our Children and Dependents, would love us 


much more than they do. The firſt Thing that 
generally ſours a female Mind, is the Neglect 
which ſhe feels from the Loſs of her Charms 
As they decay, this increaſes; and, by the Time 
her Children arrive at Years of Maturity, they 
look on her Form, with Diſguſt; and on her 
Temper, with mingled Fear, and Averfion. 

This Evil would certainly be obviated by the 
Preſervation of Beauty ; and the Delicacy, and 
Languor, which is naturally produced by a de- 
clining State of Health, would inſpire a peculiar 
Sort of Tenderneſs, like that we feel for young 
Perſons, dying of Conſumptions, I have often 
{incerely wiſhed, that I might die, in that State; 
but I now recant; as I am firmly perſuaded, 
that your Affection for me riſes ſuperior both to 
Time, and Chance; and that you wilf love me, 
with the ſame Tenderneſs, twenty Years hence, 
that you do now, if it pleaſes God to ſpare us 
both ſo long, I muſt add another Amen / to this 
Paragraph. 

[ have taken a Liberty Will you forgive me? 
I could not reſiſt it. I longed to fee how it would 
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appear in Print; and have ſent it over to the 
Lyndon Chronicle; * but without a Name; only 
the Initials, R. E. I want to tempt you into 
the Preſs, again. You are too dilatory with 
your. Trio, Perhaps, if any Notice ſhould be 
taken of this Eſſay, in the Papers, it may rouſe 
you, Life is waſting, and you cannot expect to 
retain always the ſame Spirit and Powers you are 
bleſt with at preſent. | 


Adieu ! my amiable Philoſopber. 
| Frances. 


. 


LETTER CCCCK. 


Dar Fanny, 

Return you Thanks, for your Compliments 
T hey would not flatter, from another---'T1s 

extremely pleaſant to be commended by one, 

—_ aſte and Sincerity we are equally certain 

Or, | 

don't know whether I ſhould have conſented 
to your ſending the Paper to the Chronicle, be- 
cauſe it is not yet to be done; and your having 
once done a Thing, makes it immediately ſeem 
* wiſeſt, virtuouſeſt, diſcreeteſt, beſt.” 

I am pleaſed with your truly feminine Diffi- 
culty, about the viſible Decay of female Beauty: 
But Providence has rightly ordered it fo, to pre- 
vent the Depopulation of Mankind : For, were 
there no apparent Difference between Fifty and 
Fifteen, the Grandmother muſt certainly have 
the Advantage, every other Way, in Senſe, 

Knowledge, 


1 appeared, accordiogly, in the London Cheni. 
cle, No. 432. 
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| Knowledge, Experience, and Addreſs, over her 
Grand Daughter; Young Fellows would then 
be drawn into the Embraces of barren Sybils ; 
and the World conclude with the Play of Love's 
Labour loſt. | | 

Since you are pleaſed with my Writings, I 


ſhall, occaſionally, as the Sub) may occur, 
diſcuſs ſome other philoſophical Points, for your 
Amuſement.—It will be uſeful to myſelf alſo.—It 
will help me to digeſt, and methodize, my own 
Ideas, which meer Muſing is apt rather to con- 
found, and perplex.---This is the Advantage of 
Themes, at School. The Pleafures of the Imagi- 
nation, improved by Taſte, and corre&ed by 
Judgment, is a charming and privileged Exer- 
ciſe of the human Mind.---What a tedious and 
unſatisfactory Wretch he muſt be, whoſe Facul- 
ties are reſtrained to Appetite and: Senſation 
alone |! Wt 

Adieu ! "till Wedneſday; when I ſhall return, 
and enjoy the higher Reliſhes, in the Fulneſs of 
your Society. 


n th. e — —_—— r— _—_ * FI" r 


LETTER CCCCAL. 


Dear Fax Nx, 
HAVE been on the Rack, ever ſince we 
arted, My Cholic increafed upon every 
Medicine I apphed, and was 7 by Pallia- 
tives. If it was not natural, I ſhould be aſhamed 
at the Folly of uſing Remedies, that I have ſo 
frequently experienced the Inefficacy of; for, 'till 
its own good Time, it never bu There is- 


another Peculiarity, too, in this Diſorder, which, 
tho* happy, has ſometimes vexed me; that, tho? 
H 5 I ſuſtain 
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1 ſuſtain the Torture, for Weeks, Months, often 
two or three; at a Time, it ſhall not ſtamp the 
leaſt viſible Effect, of Sickneſs, or Pain, on my 
outward Appearance. This looks as if I had got 
a Habit of complaining without Ailment, like a 
vapouriſh Woman. | | 
© Have I a real Diſtemper, or do I only ſuffer 
from magic Sympathy ? Or, is my Body become 
philoſophic, as well as my Mind ? Does this re- 
1iſt Diſorder, as well as that does Misfortune ? 

It muſt be ſo: The Union of the Soul and 
Body, is a myſtical Marriage. The firſt is the 
Huſband ; and my Souls Wife thinks it both 

rudent, and virtuous, to conform herſelf to the 

anners and Sentiments of that Head, which 
Heaven has allotted to be her Guide, and Guar- 
dian, thro? this mortal Life. 

The Beginning of a Moral, ſhould be the 
End of a Letter, | 


Adieut 
Henry. 
LETTER CCCCXIL 
My dear Harty, Mallow 


I AM extremely. ſhocked at the Obſtinacy of 
your Diſorder. I intreat your immediate Re- 
turn hither, that you may try the Effect of theſe 
Waters. The Phyſicians here, ſay they are uſed 
in bilious Cholics. | 

The Phenomenon of your Pain and Diſtem- 
per, not producing any viſible Effect upon your 
Countenance, is owing to two moſt uncommon 


Specifics, in the Conſtitution of your Mind, _ 
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of your Body—firſt, that admirable Temper” 
which ſupplies Chearfulneſs to your Converſatio®? 
and Manners, in the Midſt of Pam, Sickneſs, 
and Misfortune;z and, next, that extraordinary 
Faculty, you ate poſſeſſed of, of being able to 
fall aſleep, in the Midſt of Anguiſh. I have lain 
many a Night awake, in anxious Attention to 
you, and have been often doubtful which was 
Groan, and which was Snore,. Your Character, 
thank God, is a great Improvement upon Scar- 
ron's; for you not only ſport in Miſery, but ſleep 
in Pain. 

My Cough has mended, but I have got a- 
Rheumatic Pain in my Arm, which, tho* not 
dangerous, is troubleſome. An Account of 
Complaints, is the only Sort of News you can 
expect from Spa-Societies, which are always 
compoſed of Invalids, or Idlers ; who are pretty 
much the ſame ; for the latter, having no Colour 
of their own, take a Camelion TinQture from their 
Aſſociates. ' I am ſorry to ſay, that I look upon 
myſelf to be a Mixture of both theſe, I was go- 
ing to ſay, CharaQers, in their worſt Degree; 
for my chief Maladies, are of the Mind, and 1 
know no Hygean Spring which can effect their 
Cure. I am an Idler, too; for I neither drink 
the Waters, or have any other Buſineſs, here 
and yet am not bleſſed with that happy Vacation 
from Thought, which conſtitutes the ſole Ad- 
vantage and Pleaſure, of a Saunterer. 

But, for a gayer Subject Cornet — 
going to be married to a fine Girl, of Sixteen, 
Senſe, Beauty, Good-humour, Cc. Sc. c. and 
Thirty Thouſand Pounds, for'a Tilly. He has | 
ſeen her twice, and is moſt ſuperlatively in Love. 
Her Name is G I with it may be a Match, 


af ſhe can make him happy; for, if ſhe has Senſe, 
| | or 
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er Virtue, I think him capable of making her ſo, 
I never knew a better young Mao. 
Nou for a graver Subject Lady 2 has 
her three Sons here, To-day, to be in- 
oculated; the eldeſt, Seventeen ; the youngeſt, 
Six. I pray God te grant her Succeſs in ſo dan- 
rous an Undertaking. My Heart has ached 
| that agreeable worthy Woman, from the Mo- 


ment I ſaw them. 
Alieu / 


Frances. 


— . .4 —— 
— — 


LETTER CCCCXI. 


My dear Fanxy, 
— r the incloſed Letter, to be ſhewn 
— which may make his Mind 
— 9 ith regard to R. W. 's Attachment 
to his Intereſts. You may remember, that, when 
the ſtrongeſt Appearances were againſt, I ſtood 


up, and faid, I would be reſponſible for him. 1 


did not ſpeak from any particular Certainty, but 
judged entirely from my Knowledge of his Obli- 
gations, and of his Character; and, furely, tis 
the Crime of Bearing falſe Witneſs againſt our 
Neighbour, to determine otherwiſe. How cruel a 
Caſe is it, after a Perſon has ſpent their Life, in 
attaining a good Repute, that ſome capricious 
Jealouſy, ariſing in our own Minds, or any ma- 
licious uation, from another Hand, ſhall de- 


prive them of the Credit of it? This has been 
always my Way of judging upon ſuch Occaſions 


A Man may have Honour, and felt Iron at the 
ſame Time. 


I rejoice 
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I rejoice at P 's good Fortune: He de- 
ſerves what you ſay of him. I formed an Opi- 
Worth the ſecond Day I was in his 
Company, from one or two careleſs Things he 
ſaid, which were not attended to, either by him- 
ſelf, or the Reſt of the Company. I ſaid, at the 
Time, in a Soliloquy, this young Man has Senſe, 
Spirit, and Humanity. 3 

I heartily wiſh Lady C-—— Succeſs in her 
Adventure. I liked her extreme, for the ſhort 
Time * in her Company, laſt Summer. I 
think has greatly the Manners of a French 
Marchionefs----Spirit, with Frankneſs; Good- 
Breeding, with Eaſe; and Politeneſs, without 
Form. 

Your Parallel between Invalids and Idlers is 
very juſt. One is a Valetudinarian in Morals, as 
much as the other is in Health. Oh what a me- 
lancholic Sight are a beekle/s ſauntering Youth, and 
a goſſiping Miſs, at a tet“ à tete. 1 am tempted to 
ſtrike their Parents, as Socrates did a Preceptor, 
once, for the ill Behaviour of his Pupil. 


Adien | 


Henry. 


" 5 
# _ 
. ” 


LETTER CCCCATY. 


Dear F ANN, 


SEND you, incloſed, a Letter, full of Wit 
and Politeneſs, that I received, laſt Poſt, from 
Couſin G——, I had ſent him my Preface, and 
your Dedication, for the Second Edition of the 
Series, deſiring his Opinion upon them. 


© Dear 
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Dear HARRY, 
* I Received your nultum in parvo, or mega Bi- 
blien in a Nut-Shell ; I mean your Preface. 
I never read any ia ſo brimful, without over- 
flowing; ſo expreſſively conciſe, and yet ſo clear, 
You are the Reverſe of Tacitus, and Flaccus, dum 
brevis eſſe laboras, clarior fis. The French Wire- 
Drawers would certainly gild Volumes, from your 
Pages. 


The Sterling Bullion of one Engliſh Line, 

« Drawn to French Wire, would thro* whole 
: «© Pages ſhine.” 
© IT never knew any Man fo furniſhed with 
Ideas, or ſo fortunate in the Conveyance of 
them. The Vehicle is as tranſparent as the Li- 
quor, and ſo much of the fame Complexion, that 
they appear but one: Like Intuition, tis 
Thoughts, not Words, we read, Your Ex- 
preſſion and Ideas ſeem congendered, and con- 
nate: No Garb too long, or ſhort, for the Image 
Perfect Minerva. 

* 1 wiſh I had ſuch Ideas, and ſuch Apparel. 
Mine crowd in Confr ſion; and, by their rub- 
bing and joſtling, obſtruct their Egreſs; and, 
when, with Labour, brought forth, periſh for 
Want of Cloathing. | Your's, tho? in a Heap, 
move in Uniform, and ſpring forth on the Sum- 
mons, ready clad, in all the Elegance of Dreſs 
and Faſhion---Legitimate Births, perfect born. 

There are one or two Inaccuracies in your 
Preface, which may be the Fault of the Tran- 

{criber ; 


— Ut eburnea ſi quis 
Signa tegat claro, vel candida lilia vitro, 
Ov, Met, I. 4. 


— 
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ſcriber ; nor ſhall I wait to point them out; for 
as I love Frances better than Henry, I am impa- 
tient to come to her Dedication ; upon which, for 
the above Reaſon, I have deſcended even to the 
very Minutie of Criticiſm ; in which, if I have 
been too free, 1 hope ſhe will excuſe, on the 
ſame Account, 

L have made my Obſervations on the Paper 
itſelf, which J ſend you incloſed. 

* + The extempore Lines, you ſent me, are 
very pretty: Methinks I have ſomewhere met 
with the Thought before; but it is not the leſs 
your own. 


«& Adieu! 
66 J. Gy 


+ Upon my Picture, done by an eminent Hand, 


Thus Life is chequered, Good and Ill ſo mixt, 
The Mind can ſcarcely mark the Line betwixt ; 
This Portrait makes the Moral underſtood, 
The Subie& bad enough, the Painting good. 


Henry 


FRANCES's 


180 LETTERS between | NE 


FRANCES's DEDICATION 


TO THE 


SECOND EDITION? 
oO F 


1 A K 755 


To my Sex. 


ITH what Awe muſt I appear before ſo 

auguſt an Aſſembly, at whoſe Tribunal 
the greateſt Potentates, with all the earthly Pow- 
ers, that be (a) are wont to kneel! You (5) were 
born to Dominion They but uſurp a Throne 
Beauty is natural Empire Government but artifi- 
cial-—Beanty is Royalty, without Force Kings are 
eſtabliſhed by Violence-—Beauty is the true Rigbt 
Divine, while _ other Power is but of Human 
Inſlitution. In a Word, You reign o'er thoſe, 
who rule the World beſides. 


It is your Charms, Virtue, and Decorum, 


which inſpire Men's Hearts, refine their Minds, 
and poliſh their Manners, who, like Savages, 
muſt firſt be rendered Slaves, before they can be 
reclaimed. | 

* To Beauty's fierce, tyrannic Sway,, 

All Mankind their Homage pay, 

But ſoon, alas! its Power decays, 

A ſtrong, but ſhopt-lived Blaze. 

* While Wit, and Virtue, till maintain 

* An unconteſted, laſting Reign.” 

Here 


The Editor thinks it neceſſary to repriat it, here, 
an order to mark the-References, 


nr 
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Here the galant (c) Poet attributes 'Three of 
the higheſt Perfections of Human Nature to you, 
while the Generality of our Lordly Rulers allow 
you but the Firſt; the Second, they 2 
challenge, as their fole Prerogative; and, wit 
regard to the laſt, they often employ all their 
Art and Addrefs, to fink us to a Level with them- 
ſelves. (d) 

La Bruyere ſays, * By what Laws, EdiQs, or 
* Decrees, are Women prohibited from opening 
© their Eyes, from reading, from retaining what 
they read, or from giving an Account of it, 
either in their Converſation or their Writing?“ 
He imputes the Scarcity of female Productions 
to the Narrowneſs of our (e] Education, or to 
the World's having placed your chief Merit in 
Beauty. To which I ſhall beg Leave to add 
another Bar (/) as effeQual as either of theſe ; 
namely, the natural Modeſty and Timidity of 
our Sex---But, as this Aſſertion may be doubted, 


. becauſe it comes from a Woman, who may be 


ſuſpected to have marched a Volunteer (g) into 
Print,* I ſhall take this Opportunity of vindica- 
ting myſelf from ſuch an Imputation, by giving, 
here, an Extract from a Letter I wrote, ſome 
Time ſince, to a truly worthy Lady of Diſtinc- 
tion, F when the firſt Thoughts of publiſhing 
theſe Papers were in Agitation, of which ſhe 
was, herſelf, the firſt Mover, in Anſwer to one 
I had the Honuur of receiving from her, upon 
this Subject. 


« Madam, 


* In the former Edition of the Series. 
+ The late Counteſs of Corte and Orrery, 
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« Madam, 


'\ E both return you many Thanks for 
the Trouble you have taken, about 
the Manuſcript we ſent you; but Henry would, 
by no Means, have them publiſhed at his Ex- 
pence, meerly for Fame ; which we are too mo- 
deſt to hope for, from any of our Literary 
Works: And, if they were to be printed, with- 
out my Lord's Corrections and Amendments, + 
it would be a ridiculous Vanity to expect even 
the ſmalleſt Portion of that precarious; popular 
Breath. 44 

We neither of us wrote for any other Rea- 
ders but ourſelves; and it was your favourable 
Opinion, of ſome Letters you had cccaſionally 
ſeen, and the encouraging Hope of the Style, 
that firſt gave Henry a Hint of publiſhing. 

„gut even theſe flattering Inducements never 
thoroughly influenced my Conſent, which amount- 
ed but to Obedience at laſt: For, though I was 
vain of his Writings, I was always alarmed at the 
Apprehenſion of ſeeing my own appear in Print; 
and had really ſome warm Expoitulations with 
Henry, for ſubmitting ſeveral of my childiſh 
and unguarded Letters, even to your | adyſhip's 
Peruſal, whom I have Reaſon to believe my 
Friend, and, from the kind Opinion you have 
ſometimes expreſſed of me, I fear, a partial 
one, too, a 

* Nay, I have always had ſo humble an 
Opinion of my own Senſe and Talents, in 
this Way, that I have often been ſenſible of 

a jealous 


+ Lord Corte had promiſed to reviſe the Manu- 
ſcript, but went abroad, 
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a jealous Concern, whenever Henry. ever paid 
me any Compliment, upon this Subje& ; becauſe 
I attributed it, too juſtly, to an over-fond Pre- 
judice in my Favour; a Belief framed from his 
Wiſhes ; which, a little Time, and further Ac- 
quaintance with me, might remove : And I had 
Reaſon to apprehend, that he might then reflect 
upon me (b) for having loſt thoſe Merits, which 
I owed, ſolely, to his Kindneſs, and Partality. 

Upon the Whole I confeſs, that I am ſecret- 
ly pleaſed at his determining not to print theſe 
Letters, leſt the publick (i) Cenſure might point 
out his too fond Miſtake, before his own biafled 
Criticiſm world ſufer him to find it out. 

* While we have the Originals, the Tranſ- 
cripts of our Hearts and Minds, in our Poſſeſſion, 
I think, often, with a Sort of melancholic Plea- 
ſure, of the ſolitary Amuſement, they may, at 
ſome Time, afford to the Survivor. - 

«© Sad Luxury! to vulgar Minds unknown, 
which, like the inurned Aſhes, or embalmed 
Heart, would be a more valuable Relick, ofa 
departed Friend, than their Picture: in which 
latter Light, I ſhould look upon our Letters, 
in Print, even_with my Lord's Improvements, 
and Corrections: For, tho' the Artiſt's Hand 
might give more lively Colours, higher Grace, 
and "Expreſſion, to the Features, it would not 
be, to the fond Lover, fo dear a Pledge, as even 
the dead Eſſence of the deceaſed Partner of our 
ſocial Pleaſures, 


« Tam, 


« Madam, &c." 


This, 


184 LETTERS between 


This is the only Letter that I ever preſerved 
a Copy of, and I did it, purely, with this View, 
that, if theſe Writings ſhould ever, as they have 
ſince done, obtain in Print (n) 1 might have a 
Voucher in my Poſſeſſion, to juſtify myſelf, to 
ſome particular Friends, from obtruding m 
weak, and artleſs Lines, upon the Publick, our 
of any Vanity, or Self-Sufficience, about them. 


Tam, LADIES, 
With great Reſpef and Efleem ). 
Your moſt humble, == 
and obedient Servant, 


Frances. 


FE 19 WY YR . 


(a) Powers, that be, is too ſcriptural a Phraſe, 

6 You, ſhould be .. 

(c) Galant, ſhould be Gallant, 

(d) Level with themſelves, With whom? Lord- 
ly Rulers. This is an improper Expreſſion, with 
uch a Connection. 

(e) Our Education, and your chief Merit. 
This looks as if Frances was of a different Gender 
from the preſent Race of Ladies. 

(f) Bar. I take this to be a poor Word, and 
an improper one alſo; and J would alter the 
Expreſſion, thus: Add a third; or, add another 
(g Marched 
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(4) Marched a Volunteer. Too maſculine, and 
ſoldier-like, an Expreſſion. | 
(b) d upon me, RefleQis a Verb active. 

(i) ublick, Relict, &c. are now ſpelt with- 
out a &. 

(1) Dead Eſſence of the deceaſed Partner of our ſa- 
cial 8 z Sentence of — — 
and that is all. 

n] Obtain in Print, Obtain is adi, and 
muſt have an accuſative Caſe. Suppoſe Credit, 
or Reputation was added. 


It gave me great Satisfaction to find my Paper 


come aff with ſuch flying Colours, and that all | 


the Weight of Criticiſm ſhould fall on your's, 
which could ſo much better defend itſelf—Be- 
ſides, I turned out your Champion, with ten 
Times the Spirit that I ſhould have drawn a Pen, 
in my own Defence. ſend you, here, a Copy 
of my Anſwer. 


&« Dear G » 
© Received your very witty, polite, and flat- 
tering Letter, with regard to my Preface ; 
and ſhall be more obliged, if you will point out 
the Inaccuracies, you hint at, in it. But, as | 
agree with you, and all the World, in loving 
Frances better than Henry, I ſhall endeavour- to 
juſtify her Writings, as far as my Knowledge ur 
Grammar, Criticiſm, or the Engliſb Language, 
can aſſiſt me, againſt the Notes you were fo 
kind (for I receive them in that Senſe, I afſure 
you) to make upon her Dedication. 

* I am ſorry that I cannot have her Aſfiſtance, 
upon this Occaſion ; not to ſave me a Trouble, 
for a more agreeable Employment I cannot have, 
in ber Abſence, than to remark upon the Juſtneſs 
and Beauties of hes Writings; but, that — 

cou 
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could anſwer you like a Claſſick, while I can only 


defend her as a Crammarian. 

© {a) I do not think that ſcriptural Expreſſi- 
ons can be any Objection; the beſt and chaſteſt 
Writers have made Uſe of them, to add a 
Strength, Dignity, and Authority, to their Stile. 
„) You is a Pronoun referred to Sex, which 
is a Noun fimgular, but of Multitude, and may 
therefore be conſidered as free of both Numbers : 
But the Rule is, Nomen Multitudinis fingulare, 
quandeque Verbs plurali jungitur ; as the Sex bat, 
or the Sex have ;* and the Word quandeque hints, 
that the Noun of Multitude governs, more gene- 
rally, the ſingular, than the plural Number ; 
which eſtabliſhes the Pronoun you, in the fingu- 
lar Number, as referred to Sex. But, not to in- 
ſiſt vpon this Privilege, we may conſider this 
Pronoun, in the Idiom of the Engliſh Language, 
and you'll find you to govern a Verb plural, as 
well as ye. You are, ye are---You were, ye were. 
I mean, that this Idiom is ſo ſtrong, that it go- 
verns a Verb plural, even where it is expreſsly 
tied down to the ſingular Number ; as, You are 
a good Man, Cc. You, and ye, have therefore 
the ſame Import; but, in Elegance of DiQion, 
you is preferable; as it is modern Engliſh, and 
ye is obſolete. Nay, you is not allowed, by 
Grammarians, to be 2 of the ſingular 
Number at all. 

** (c) Galant was the Expreſſion meant, not 
Gallant, The firſt is the Epithet of a Lover; 
the ſecond, of a Soldier. * | 

* (4d) Surely you could not imagine that Fra- 
ces was ſo abſurd as to ſay, * fink to a Level with 


Superiors, 
* In the Preface to her Ninon de LEnclos, ſhe has 


his Note: It may be-obſerved, throughout this 
* Work, 


ir 
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Superiors, Lordly Rulers ;” quoad Rank.--- Moral, 
not. Rank, was the Queſtion here. 

64 (e) Here, you take Notice of her confound- 
ing the Pronouns of our and your; and I am, 
particularly, pleaſed at this Remark, becauſe J 
confeſs that it alarmed myſelf, when firſt ſhe 
ſhewed me the Manuſcript. But, the told me it 
was Defign, not Inadvertence ; and pointed out 
to me the ſame Turn of Expreſſion, from the 
Beginning : For, .wherever ſhe pays any Com- 
pliment to the Sex, ſhe modeſtly leaves herſelf 
out of the Queſtion; as, Jou were born to 
Dominion---You reign, &c.---Tis your Beauty, 
Virtue, and Decorum :* But, when ſhe takes 
Occaſion to mention her Sex, under any Sort of 
Diſadvantage, ſhe then humbly aſſumes the Gen- 
der herſelf; as, © Our Lordly Rulers--Sink us 
to a Level, &c.---Narrowneſs of our Education.” 
I confeſs that I was ſtruck, and charmed, at the 
great Modeſty and Addreſs of this polite Turn 
of Expreſſion; tho' ſomewhat mortified at my 
own Want of Quickneſs, in not obſerving the 
Delicacy of it at firſt, With what a maſterly 
Stroke of the Pencil, has ſhe touched a Blemiſh, 


into a Beauty |! 
* (f) Bar 


« Work, that I have choſen to ſpell the Word Ga- 
« lantry with a ſingle /-: But I have done ſo, to diſ- 
« tinguiſh the Character of a Lover, from that of a 
« Soldier,---Galantry, in Love, from Gallantry, in 

War. I confeſs, that I am not ſupported, in this 
« Criticiſm, from either of the Languages; for, in 
« Engliſh, the Word, in either Senſe, is ſpelt with 
«two /s; and, in French, it has only one: But I 
thought this Orthography neceſſary, to take away 
© the Eanidecation, and to give the Word a Preci- 


« fion, which it needed before.” 
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% Bar is certainly as good a Monoſyllable 
as any in the Engliſh Language, excepting one; 
and cannot be deemed an / ord, as 
there is no other, to expreſs the fame Senſe. Nor, 
would your Alteration mend the Paſlage ; for, if 
ſhe ſhould ſay, @ third, ſhe would be called upon 
for a Subſtantive ; and © anotber Cauſe might be 
challenged alſo, in ftri& Philoſophy ; which will 
not admit a negative Effect to be produced by 
a poſitive Cauſe, The Word Bar is free from 
this Objection. 

* (g) If you find Fault with this Paſſage, 
What will become of the amorous Poets? Your 
wounded Lovers, and your dying Swains, 


© Who bleed in Metaphor, and dye in Song“ 


Cupid is ſtript of his Arrows; Viduus Pharetr4 ; 
and the faireſt Eyes are deprived of their Artille- 
ry: But Images, which would offend the natural 
Sight, may be viewed with Pleaſure, thro” the 
Jmoked Glaſs of Metaphor : And Galantry may 
raife Recruits from Gallentry, as Venus did from 
Mars, without the Sound of Trum or the 
eat of Drum: But, © to march a Volunteer, is 
certainly a military Phraſe; and, if I compre- 
hend the Spirit of that Paſſage, ſhe meant it li- 
terally ſo. Her modeſt Diſfidence imputed Ama- 
zonian Courage to any Woman, whe could, vo- 
hentarih, publiſh her own Writings, 

* (b) To refleti, in Mechanics, is a Verb ac- 
tive; but, in ick, a Verb neuter, and does 
not require an accuſative Cafe, To objed, is a 
Verb of the ſame Diſtinction. 

ii The & may be omitted in Manuſcript ; 
but I have not yet obſerved it to be left out in 
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correct Printing. Frances is a remarkable Ortho- 
grapher; and, unleſs that Letter is expunged 
from Jobnſon's Dictionary, I am afraid we ſhall 
not be able to wreſt it from her. 

* {]) Your Objection ſeems to lye againſt this 
whole Sentence; for, if there is Nothing in it 
but Pompouſneſs, or, as a certain Friend of mine 
would expreſs it, a pompous Pompoſity of Pompouſ-. 
neſs, it may be intirely left out; but this would 
make Nonfenſe of the Paſſage; and even Bom- 
baſt is better : Therefore, all I ſuppoſe you re- 
quire, is to ſhorten the Sentence, and expreſs it 
with more Simplicity. Now, let us try the firſt, 
You cannot leave out one of the Sub/lantives, 
without rendering the Senſe imperfe& : Nor can 
you reje& an Adjefive, without loſing a Beauty, 
or a Preciſion. The Epithet dead, was added, 
in Oppoſition to PiAFure, which is a — Re- 
preſentation of the Perſon : Beſides, the Eſſence, 
without a Reſtriction. may be the Perſon alive; 
which was not intended, If you leave out de- 
ceaſed, the Partner may be ſtill alive, notwith- 
ſtanding the dead Eſſence ; for that might have 
been the Aſhes of a Leg, or an Arm. Pleaſure 
has no Preciſion, without the Adjun@: There 
are beaſtly, vicious, and unnatural Pleaſures ; 
but this Epithet reſtrains them to a virtuous 
Senſe ; to the chaſte, temperate, and moral En- 
joyments of Love, Friendſhip, and Converſe ; 
or, as Perſius very poetically deſcribes this happy, 
ſocial Life, 


© Tecum etenim longos memini conſumere ſoles, 
Et tecum primas epulis decerpere notes : 
* Unum opus, et requiem pariter diſponimus ambo, 


© Atque verecunda laxamus ſeria menſa. 


Vor, III. 1 But 


190 LETTERS between 


But, fince we cannot reduce the Periphraſis, by 
leaving out apy Word in the Sentence, let us 
try how we can expreſs the ſame Senſe with 
greater Simplicity ; and I really know of no Way 
to effect this favourite Point, but by throwing 
out the entire Paſſage you object to, and ſubſti- 
tuting the ſingle and familiar Word, Corp/e, in 
the Place of it. This would indeed render it both 
ſhort and ſimple; but let us fee how it would 
ſtand, upon this Amendment,---* For, tho” the 
Artiſt's Skill might give more lively Colours, 
higher Grace, and Expreſſion to the Features, 
it would not be, to the fond Lover, fo dear a 
Pledge as the---Corp/e.” Oh! crown the Writer 
with Roſemary, inſtead of Bays. 

A certain ingenious Perſon, who is bimſelf 
a Writer, was enamoured of this whole Paper; 
and, upon this Paſſage, concludes, his Remarks, 
in theſe Words: The laſt Period is truly elegi- 
ac, and finely turned ; and any Reader muſt feel 
it, who has either Ear, or Sentiment.” 

© (m) Obtain is not a Verb active; tis a De- 
ponent, and has the Privilege of either an active 
or a neuter Signification, as the Writer may 
have Occaſion to uſe it. The Verb itſelf does not 
claim this Property as it's inherent Right, but the 
Uſus, the Norma, of our Idiom, admits it. 

* I hope you will not take any Thing amiſs, 
in Friendſhip, that I have faid here; for, in 
fuch Warfare as this, as in a Trial of fencing, 
Hit fer Hit ſhould raiſe no Reſentment. 


«& Dear G 
« Adieu / 


« Henry on Frances.” 


« P S. The 


The 


Henry and Frances, 191 


P. S. The Thought upon my Picture, I 
m very certain I never met with, any where; 
and, ſinee I received your Letter, I have been 
recollecting whether I had ever read any Lines, 
which even turned upon the ſame Point. The 
* only Paſſage that occurred to me, was, 


© So Orpheus fiddled, and ſo danc'd the Brutes,” 
This has, indeed, the ſame Kind of epigram- 
* matical Wit in it; but is no more the ſame 


Thought, than Painting and Muſick are the 
* ſame Science. 


LETTER CCCCV. 


My dear CH ameioN, ; 
| AM extremely obliged to you, for the gene- 

rous Defence you have taken, on my Part ; 
And I really think that you write with double 
Spirit, 2 to or. of me. 'This is very flat- 
tering! But it really ſurprizes me to find that I 
have written ſo learnedly, myſelf, without the 
leaſt Conſciouſneſs of the Matter—Pronouns, Idi- 
oms, Verbs adlive, neuter, and deponent—l am rea- 
dy to cry out, with the [gnoramus, in Moliere,-— 
© Oh Gemini and I do talk Proſe “ All I meant, 
in Truth, was to ſpeak ſuch Language as I had 
picked up in common Reading and Converſati- 
on; and further this Deponent not not. 

It vexes me extremely, that there is no Body 
near me, who underſtands Greek or Lattin; for, 
I dare ſay, that the Spirit you ſhew in Engliſb, is 


not dropt when you apply the learned Languages. 


However, thoſe Paſſages, that the Hurry of your 
Writing forces ſometimes into your Letters to 
me, are not entirely loſt to my illiterate Com- 
prehenſion: Either the Strength of your Stile om 

I 2 ers 
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ders the Quotation a needleſs Auxiliary; or ! 
catch your Fire ; and Imagination ſupplies a Suc- 
cedaneum (there's a brave hard Word for you, 
that I learned from my Apothecary) to Tranſla- 
tion. Your Citations are introduced with ſuch 
Addreſs, they may be compared to the Counte- 
nance of Men of Wit, which impreſs their Cha- 
racter, before they ſpeak. Your Writing is not 
narrative; *tis the Action itſelf ; and even an 
Hint from you, like another's Geſture, expreſ- 
ſes a full Meaning. Oh! that I had but Talents, 
to render me as accompliſhed, as you are capa- 
ble of making me ! 


Adieu my Abelard. 


Your own Eloiſe, 


— 


LETTER CCCCXVI. 


My charming ELo1ss, 
Received your Chef d Kuure.— Lou catch 
I Fire, according to your own Expreſſion, at 
Couſin G————s Letter; and have more than 
equalled the Wit of it. You have imitated the 
_ of his Writing; that is, ye have both wrote, 
ter the beſt Manner of the Antients. Let us 
collate two Paſlages—He compares, I bluſh to 
repeat it, my Writing to Intuition; Ti Thought, 
not Words, we read---Y ou ſay, Tit not narrative, 
"tis the Action itſelf. There are two parallel Paſ- 
ſages more ſays, I wiſb I bad ſuch Ideas, 


and ſuch Apparel: And you cry out, with the ſame 
modeſt Injuſlice, Ob ! that I bad but Talents, &c. 
while I may, in Return, with much more 
Truth, affirm, that there is more Wit and 

Spirit 
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Spirit in either of theſe Letters, than there is 
in Forty of mine. 

Yeſterday I heard two curious Criticiſms, one 
upon your Dedication, and the other upon my 
Preface.— Your Aunt ſaid, that Men will reſent 
your calling them Slaves, © muſt firſt be made 
* Slaves, before they can be reclaimed ;* and, 
underſtanding this Expreſſion literally, ſaid it 
would hurt the Subſcription. I told her, that ſhe 


certainly read this Paſſage, with SpeQacles on 


and had quite forgot the metaphorical Speech of 
Lovers. Thus ſome People read ! It vexes me, 
when I find any of your Writings fall into ſuch 
Hands, There is a certain Delicacy, in your 
Sentiment, and a poliſhed 'Turn in your Stile, 
that the ſoundeſt Judgment, without an elegant 
Taſte, is not capable of perceiving the Beauty 
of, It is not ſufficient, that your Readers ſhould 
have Senſe, and Wit; to feel your Writings, the 
Heart muſt be tender, the Morals chaſte, and the 
Soul refined ; for they may be compared to cer- 
tain rich Eſſences, which affect only the fineſt 
Capillaries. | | 
Here I confeſs, honeſtly, that this laſt Para- 
graph was a Puſb I made at G, and you; 
but I have fallen ſhort of the Mark, tho? I made 
the Thruſt, with all my Spite. f 
In my Preface, I ſay, The Hiſtory of our 
* Loves, is the Hiſtory of our Lives.” 1 ſeems, 
that I ſhould have ſaid, our paſt Lives; for Fear, 
I ſuppoſe, that it ſhould be miſtaken for our fu- 
tur? ; but even this would be no great Blunder ; 
for I hope, and believe, that our future, as well 
as paſt, and preſent, will make but one Life, 
with Regard to this Particular. Did you ever 
hear fuch a Criticiſm ? Adieu ! 
Henry. 


I 3 LE T. 


194 LETTER 8 between 


LETTER CCCCXVII. 


My dear HARRx, 

HAV E been bighly treated here, by our 
| Friend, with the Liberty of peruſing a Vo- 
lume of Poems, in Manuſcript. "T here are a 
great many pretty, and ingenious Things, in it; 
but the incloſed, is the one which hit m Taſte 
the moſt, trom the platonic Refinement of it. 


Frances, 
I 
k T H E 
POWER and EXT ENT. 
o F 


„ 57 © © 


— LY may Man the tuneful Strains admire, 

His Soul is Muſick, and his Breaſt a Lyre; 

A living Harp, which, while it's Notes agree, 

Enjoys the Sweets of it's own Harmony : 

For even Paſſions, when attun'd, we find 

Symphonic Parts of a well temper'd Mind. 

The rough, the ſmooth, the ſanguine, and the 

Bay, 

In Concert join, when wound to proper Key, 

What charms the Soul, what raviſhes the Ear, 

Is Muſick, tho” a various Dreſs they wear: 

Even Beauty Muſick is, tho' in Diſguiſe, 

Too fine to touch the Ear, it ſtrikes the Eyes; 

* the optic Nerve, it makes it's 

ay, 

Thrills on the Soul, and trembles in the Ray. 

Beauty is like the Muſick of the Spheres, 

Which wondering Man admires, * 
ove, 


2 LT „„es „ 


ur 
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Love, then, is Muſick, form'd by heavenly Art, 

To move the Chords which vibrate round the 
Heart. 

When Mira's Charms thro? the fond Fancy roll, 

Sooth the ſoft Senſe, and captivate the Soul. 

Thus, too, what flows from the poetic Vein, 

Is Muſick, varied only in the Strain; | 

For the ſame Muſe, that ſtrikes the tuneful String, 

At the ſame Time, does Love, and Heroes, ſing ; 

And the ſame God, who darts ztherial Fire, 

Inſpires the Poet, and attunes the Lyre: 

Nor do the Notes leſs ſweetly meet in Time, 

Than gliding Numbers flow in liquid Rhime. 

Let other Arts, in ſenſeleſs Matter rei 

Mimic in Braſs, or with mixt Colours ſtain, 

Muſick can Man, the mighty Artiſt, rule, 

As long as that has Numbers, he a Soul. 


— 


LETTER CCCCXVIIL 


My dear FAN NV, 

Received the Poem, and agree, with you, 

that it is a pretty Thing. But your Judg- 
ment, in this Matter, is more to be depended on, 
than mine; for you know my Paſſion for Muſick 
to be ſo great, that I ſhould reliſh any Manner of 
Compliment that was paid to it. | 


© The Man that has no Muſick in his Soul, 
* And is not moved with Concord of ſweet Sound, 
* Is fit for Treaſons, Stratagems, and Spoils.“ 


Obſerve, my Love, that Shakeſpeare ſpeaks 
only of the Man—not a Word of the Waman ;— 
ſo that the Sentence does not ſtand againſt you, 
who confeſs yourſelf to have no particular Paſ- 
ſion for Muſick.---You defend yourſelf, indeed, 
tolerably well, by ſaying that you have no 

14 Knowledge 
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Knowledge in it: And I think, with you, that 
moft of the enthuſiaſtic Admirers, who are quite 
ignorant of the Science, do but feign Raptures, 
which their Soul ne'er felt. *Tis an elegant 
Taſte; and they who pretend to the bon ton, 
muſt affect it. A Thouſand People ſpeak of 
Love, too, in the ſame Way; and not above 
ten of them, Men or Women, ever knew any 
Thing of the Matter---But *tis enough that they 
have heard of la belle Paſſion, and fo they talk one 
another into it. 

But to return to Muſick.— As the Moderns are 
apt to protons Raptures they feel not, What are 
we to lay to the Antients, who impute Powers 
to it, which we are quite Strangers to? "You 
know my uſual Way of ſolving all ſuch Difficul- 
ties as theſe, which is to deny the Fact. The 
Story of David and Saul we are bound to believe; 
but thoſe of Timotbeus, Cecilia, the diuretic Strains 
of a certain Muſician of a King of Arragon, c. 
being no more Articles of Faith, than the Ac- 
counts of Orpheus and Ampbion, we are left to 
the full Liberty of Philoſophy, to ſummon before 
the Tribunal of Reaſon. 

Adieu | 


Henry. 


th. 


LETTER CCCCXIX. 


My dear FAN NV, Dublin. 
T HE SE two Mornings have been the moſt 
beautiful I have ever ſeen. This, I am 
ſorry to ſay, muſt be News to you; for I dare 
affirm, that I had rode twenty Miles, each Day, 
betore 


Li 
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before you had oped * the fringed Curtains of 
thine Eye.” The moſt delightful Seaſon of Life 
ſteals by you, unmarked. Morning 1s the Youth 
of the Day; Noon, and Night, but Manhood, 
and old Age. 

But lying in Bed is not only unpleaſant, but 
unwholeſom alſo. It not only ſhortens the Day, 
but haſtens the Night. hich ſtrikes me ſo 
ſtrongly at preſent, that I think 1 may literally 

onounce Early Hours to be a Reprieve from 

eath, 

There is no Manner of Excuſe for this in the 
World ? for even the Sluggard can get up ſoon- 
er than an early Riſer. Tis nevertheleſs true, 
for being a Paradox. The one has allotted a due 
Proportion of Time for Sleep; and, ſhould he 
ſhorten it by an Hour, his Reſt would be defi- 
cient, and Nature defrauded of her Quota : But 
the Sluggard, having no Rule to ſnore by, when 
awakened even at the lateſt Hour, wiſhes, as Se- 
lomon ſays, * a little more Folding of the Arms to 
ſleep ?? There, as 'tis Lazineſs, and not Na- 
ture, which ſuch a one has to ſtruggle with, he 
would certainly find the Strife no greater at Six 
o'Clock in the Morning, than at Twelve. Take 
an Adage: Learn te riſe, before it is too late. 

Tis not the firſt Letter you have had from 
me upon this Subject. I have wrote many, and 
always thought, hoped at leaſt, that the laſt, 
would be the laſt, * 

There have been Half a Dozen new Streets 
built ſince I was here laſt. This is an amazing 
City, for the Smallneſs of the Kingdom---Is. it a 

„ Kingdom? 


* See Letter XLVII, the two laſt Paragraphs of 
Letter CCIV. and the Whole of Letter CCVL 
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Kingdom ?---And the ContraQtion of our Trade. 
The Environs about it, too, to the Extent of 
four or five Miles, are fet thick with Conntry 
Seats, which is apt to alarm one. Moſt Citizens 
undo themſelves, by building Villa's--- They have 
often two Houſes, before they can well maintain 
one. Might not the Text of A Houſe divided 
againſt itſelf, be very applicable here? But the 
Jovialnefs of their Diſpofitions ſerves to keep up 
their Spirits-to the laſt; and they may be com- 
pared to Perſons in a Decay, which is viſible to 
every one but themſelves. 

Mr. has carried off Miſs The 
Air of the Thing, I ſuppoſe, has flattered his Va- 
nity; but he'll be diſappointed ; for, when an 
old Fellow debanches a young Woman, he ſhould 
not be dignified even with the Title of à Rake, 
but called a Pimp for Poſfterity onl 7 

All your Friends here are well, and impatient 
for you. They think you are not half idle 
enough in the Country, as Neighbourhoods lye 
at ſuch a Diſtance there, that 'tis poſſible you 
may have ſome Hours to yourſelf, in a Morning, 
at leaſt; but I had Good-Nature enough to ren- 
der them perfectly eaſy on that Head, by telling 
them, that you ſeldom get up before Noon. 


Adieu! 


Henry. 


LETTER CCCCAXR. 


Dear FANN v, 


I SPENT Veſterday Evening at Mrs. _ 
in Company with Mr. „ her Engliſh 


Friend, whom ſhe uſed to ſpeak of ſo bighly. 


Ti, 


Q. » 4 
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"Tis a Diſadvantage to be fet up The more you 
elevate an Object, the leſs it aj --He is cer- 
certainly accompliſhed, -- He has Knowledge, 
Learning, and Politeneſs---But then, one quick- 
ly perceives that he is but a fafitious, or made-up 
Man---He has no Originality in him, no genuine 
Senſe, or Stroke of Genius---A meer Copy from 
the Modes and Manners of the Times---A well- 
inſtructed Parrot, only, 

I had an Opportunity of comparing him with 
our favourite Charles $----—, who was there, 
whoſe Mind is very little informed; and conſe-- 
quently, while we ſpoke upon Subjects, was ge- 
nerally ſilent ; but, whenever the Argument 
happened to be an Obje& of natural Senſe, or 
uneducated Taſte, he appeared to. riſe. ſuperior 
to the Scholar. | 

The Difference between Underſtanding and 
Learning, may be compared to the genuine and 
adventitious Flavours of Wine, which are quickly 
diſtinguiſhed by a good Palate. - 

This Morning a Duel was fought in the Park, 
between Captain I, and Mr. D———; 
in which the former was killed, on the Spot. 
The Quarrel aroſe, laſt Night, at the Aſſembly. 
They ſay Captain L—— was to blame, but 
was not ſober. He was ſenſible of his Behaviour, 
in the Morning, and would have made every 
Apology that a Man of Honour ought; but 
Mr. K ——, Mr. D——s Second, who took 
upon him to play the Mareſghal, on this Occa- 
ſion, inſiſted on ſuch Submiſſions, as, it ſeems, 
no Man, who has the King's Commiſſion in 
his Pocket, can comply with. Mr. K is 
extremely condemned: I dare ſay he has under- 


gone his own Cenſure, many Hours ago, upon 
this 
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this unhappy Occaſion, When fhall the Reign 
of Goths and Gotham, ceaſe, in this Kingdom ? 


Adieu | 
Henry. 


LETTER CCCCXAL. 


My dear HARR, : 
I HAVE had the Satisfaction to ſee my Wiſh 

fucceed ; as you may find, by your Eſſay on 
the Life of Man, being taken Notice of, in the 
incloſed Chronicle, * Iſhewed it to our Friends 
here, and they read it with the ſame Coldneſs 
they have both of them ever received any Man- 
ner of Compliment, they have heard paid to 
either of our literary Merits. 

This has often ſurprized me. Envy, in Rival- 
ſhips, is natural; but, where Talents don't in- 
terfere, tis unaccountable. Shall a General be 
jealous of a Biſhop, becauſe he is a great Divine? 
Or the Parſon of the Officer, becauſe he is an 
able Commander ? 

Neither of theſe good People ever wrote a 


Line, or*pretended to any Sort of Merit, if 'tis 


one, of that Kind. Your Talents are not. ve 
likely to make you a Knight of the Shire; nor 
can mine, ſuppoſing for Argument, I had any, 
ever render me handſome. Their ſeveral Pre- 
tenſions then, are ſafe enough, for us, Why 
therefore, this Coldneſs in the one, and Malig- 
nity in the other! It ſhocks me, to find ſuch 
an 


_ *® See laſt Paragraph of Letter CCCCIX. 
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an unmeaning Vice, or Weakneſs, in human 
Nature. 


Farewel! 
Frances. 


P. S. When will you return? I only mean, 
when will your Buſineſs ſuffer you to leave 
Town ? 


The Paper in the Chronicle, here alluded to, wat 
the following. 
| No. 450. 

TA Writings of Philoſophers, with the Faith 

of Chriſtians, are admirable, to reconcile us 
to the Fatality of Death; but the Irkſomeneſs 
and Inconveniencies of Old Age, have ever re- 
mained a Grievance on our Minds, as well as 
Bodies ; becauſe the Expediency, or Advantages 
of it, were by no Means obvious: Nor do I re- 
member to have ſeen this difficult Subject ever 
touched upon, by the Ingenious, or the Learn- 
ed, before I met with your Correſpondent's Let- 
ter, ſigned R. G. No. 432. where he places this 
Point in a certain philoſophic Light, which ap- 
pears, to me, both juſt, and new; and has made 
me perfectly acquieſce in my preſent wintry Ana- 
logy, tho? I confeſs myſelf to have been, for ſome 
Vie paſt, one of thoſe impatient Grumblers at 
this unhappy Predicament, whom he enters into 
Argument with. 

The reading of that Paper has brought the 
following ingenious Writing into my Mind, 
whieh I picked up, ſome Time ago, from one of 
the public Prints, and laid it by, becauſe I thought 
it well worthy of the beſt Library. 

There 
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There is a Reflection, indeed, in the laſt Pa- 
ragraph upon Gifts, which tho? very juſt in it- 
ſelf, ſeems to have no Sort of Place in this Wri- 
ting. Non erat bis Locus. However, I have let 
it ſtand, as I have no Right over another Per- 
ſon's Compoſition. | 

I do not ſend it to you as on the ſame Subje& 
with the Eſſay of R. G. But you will eafily ſee 
what made it occur to me, while I was reading 


that. 


. 


THX natural Advantages, which wiſe from 
the Poſition of the Earth we _inhabit, with 
Reſpe& to the other Planets, afford much Em- 


yment to Mathematical Speculation; by 


which it has been diſcovered, that no other Con- 
firmation of the Syſtem, could have given ſuch 
commodious Diſtributions of Light and Heat, or 
have imparted Fertility and Pleaſure to fo great 
2 Part of a revolving Sphere. 

It may, perhaps, be obſerved by the Moraliſt, 
with equal Reaſon, that our Globe ſeems parti- 
cularly fitted for the Reſidence of a Being, placed 
here for a ſhort Time only, whoſe Taſk is to ad- 
vance himſelf to an higher and happier State of 
Exiſtence, by unremitted Vigilance of Caution, 
and Activity of Virtue. 

The Duties required of Man, are ſuch as hu- 
man Nature does not willingly perform ; and 
ſuch as thoſe are inclined to delay, who yet in- 
tend, ſometime or other to fulfil them. It was 
therefore neceſſary that this univerſal Reluctance 
ſhould be counteracted, and the Drowſineſ- of 
Heſitation awakened into Refolve ; that the Dan- 
ger of Procraſtination ſhould be always in View; 

and 
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and the Fallacies of Security be immediately de- 
tected. 

To this End all the Appearances of Nature, 
uniformly conſpire, Whatever we ſee, on every 
Side, reminds us of the Lapſe of Time, and the 
Flux of Life. The Day and Night ſucceed each 
other; the Rotation of Seaſons diverſifies the 
Year ; the Sun riſes, attains the Meridian, de- 
clines, and ſets; and the Moon, every Night 
changes it's Form. 

The Day has been conſidered as an Image of 
the Year; and the Year as a Repreſentation of 
Life. The Morning anſwers to the Spring ; the 
Spring to Childhood, and Youth. The Noon 
correſponds to the Summer; the Summer to the 
Strength of Manhood. The Evening is an Em- 
blem of Autumn ; and the Autumn of declining 
Life. The Night, with it's Silence, and Dark- 
neſs, ſhews the Winter, in which all the Powers 
of Vegetation are benumbed ; and the Winter 
points out the Time when Life ſhall ceaſe, with 
all its Hopes, and Pleaſures. 

He that is carried forward, however ſwiftly, 
by a Motion equable and eaſy, perceives not the 
Change of Place, but by the Variation of Ob- 
jects. If the Wheel of Life, which rolls thus 
ſilently along, paſſed on thro' undiftinguiſhed 
Uniformity, we hould never mark it's Approaches 
to the End of the Courſe. If one Hour were 
like another; if the Paſſage of the Sun did not 
ſhew that the Day was wafting ; if the Change 
of Seaſons did not impreſs upon us the Flight of 
the Year ; Quantities of Duration, equal to Days 
and Years, would glide imperceptibly away. If 
the Parts of Time were not variouſly, coloured, 
we ſhould never diſcern their Departure, or Suc- 
ceſſion, but live thoughtleſs of the paſt, and 
careleſs of the future, without Will, or perhaps 

| without 
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without Power, to compute the Periods of Life, 
or to compare the Time which is already loſt, 
with that which may probably remain. 

But, the Courſe of Time is fo viſibly marked, 
that it is even obſerved by the Birds of Paſſage, 
and by Nations that have raiſed their Minds but 
very little above Animal Inſtint. There are 
human Beings, whole Language does not ſupply 
them with Words by which they can number 
Four: But I have read of none that have not 
Names for Day, and Night; for Summer, and 
Winter. 3 

Vet, it is certain, that theſe Admonitions of 
Nature, however forcible, however importunate, 
are too often vain; and that many who mark 
with much Accuracy the Courſe of Time, appear 
to have but little Senfibility of the Decline of 
Life. Every Man has Something to do, which 
he neglects: Every Man has Faults to conquer, 
which he delays to combat. 

So little do we accuſtom ourſelves to conſider 
the Effects of Time, that Things neceſſary and 
certain often ſurprize us, like unexpected Con- 
Aber We leave the Beauty in her Bloom, 
and, after an Abſence of twenty Vears, wonder 
at our Return, to find her faded. We meet thoſe 
whom we left Children, and gan ſcarcely perſuade 
ourſelves to treat them as Men. The Traveller 
viſits, in Age, thoſe Countries thro' which he 
rambled in his Youth, and hopes for Merriment, 
at the old Place. The Man of Buſineſs, wearied 
with unſatisfaQtory Proſperity, retires to the 
Village of his Nativity, and expects to play 
away the laſt Years, with the Companions of 
His Childhood ; and to recover Youth, in the 
Fields where he once was young, 

From this Inattention, ſo general, and ſo dan- 
gerous, let it be every Man's Study to exempt 

bimſelf. 


Henry and Frances. 205 


himſelf, Let him, that deſires to ſee others 
happy, make Haſte to give, while the Benefit 
can be enjoyed; and remember that every Mo- 
ment of Delay takes away Something from the 
Value of his Bounty, And let him, who purpo- 
ſes his own Happineſs, reflect, that while he 
forms his Purpoſe, the Day rolls on, and the 
Night cometh, when no Man can Work, 


— 


LETTER CccCxXII. 


My deareft FANx Y, 

HAVE read the Chronicle you ſent me, and 
am extremely pleaſed with the very ingenious 
Eſſay on Time. The Thoughts are truly philoſo- 
phic, and the Stile, in general, nervous, and 
pointed. - I think there is rather a little too much 
of a DiQtionary Stiffneſs, in ſome Parts of the 
Language. I have wrote a Letter to the Chro- 
nicle, upon this Subject, of which I ſend you a 
Copy, incloſed. 


Adieu | 
Henry. 


To the London Chronicle, 


I AM obliged to your Correſpondent, No. 450. 
who pays a Compliment to my Eſſay on the 
Life of Man. I ſuppoſe, that the Paſſage, in my 


Paper, which made him recolle& the other, on 

Time, was the Parallel between the Year, and 

wha Life; which Alluſion happens to be in 
th, 


But, 
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But, then, I do not think that the ingenious 
Anonymous is critical enough, in his Diviſion of 
Life, in Reference to the Seaſons ; for, by croud- 
ing Infancy and Youth into one Period, he has 
left Winter without any Analogy, except Death; 
which is not a State, tho' it is a Condition of 
Life. 

Infancy is analogous to the Spring, when the 
Fruits of the Earth germinate, ſwell, flower, and 
knit; Youth to Summer, when they ripen, take 
their ſeveral Tints, and Flavours; Manhood to 
Autumn, to the gathering together, and inning 
the Harveſt; and Seneſcence to Winter, a Va- 
cation from Labour, and dedicated to the mutu- 
al Hoſpitality of our ſeveral Hoards, Vita priore 
frui; while we, thro' thickening Shades, with 
ſtedfaſt Hope, look forward, and, by ſtrength- 
ened Faith, chear vp the dreary -Scene, with 
Gleams of future Ara, 
| Your Correſpondent's Remark, upon the laſt 
Paragraph, is very juſt; that the Reflection, 
which the Writer makes in that Place, is, indeed, 
very proper, conſidered apart; for a Preſent is 
the only Generoſity ; a Legacy is only giving what 
is no longer our's; but, then, this Sentiment 
might be as well inſerted in any other Writing, 
as in that FEſlay. 

However the Thought which runs thro? the 
Whole, is both philoſophic, intereſting, and in- 
genious; the Conduct of it admirable ; and the 
Author, whoever he is, ſeems to have great Me- 
rits, as a Writer, 


R. G. 


L E T- 
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LETTER CCCCXXII. 


Dear FAN N, 

WAS not well, for the laſt Week I ſtayed in 

Dublin, My peculiar Cholic returned upon 
me, attended with a Dizzineſs ; both of which, 
I ſuppoſe, proceeded from the ſame Cauſe—— 
An unperforming Stomach. I did not mention 
any Thing of this to you, before ; nor ſhould I 
do it now, if the Air and Exerciſe of my Jour- 
ney hither, had. not perfectly reſtored me to 
Health and Spirits again. hat an imperfect 
and unſatisfactory State is human Nature, where 
the very Delicacies of Friendſhip betray _us to 
Infincerity ! 

Our Friend here, paſfes his Time as uſual, 
walking all the Morning in Contemplation, about 
his Parks; and reading in his Chamber all the 
Evening.—From ſuch a Manner of Life, one 
might naturally expect to find the Reaſon im- 
proved, and the Mind informed. — But to read 
much without Study, and to think a great Deal 
without Reflection, only renders a Perſon, as in 
this Caſe and many others within my Knowledge, 
a more illiterate Dunce. 

But this Object affords me even a greater Diſ- 
appointment, than what I have juſt mentioned, 
Might one not reaſonably imagine, that a con- 
ſtant Habit of Thought, and Reading, would 
calm the Paſſions, and moderate the Temper, at 
leaſt? *Tis quite the Reverſe with him: He 
grows more impatient, every Day; and the 
moſt indifferent Things in Nature rouſe his Re- 
ſentment. One would fancy he meant to found 
a Character upon Diſcontent, and arrogate to 
himſelf a certain Dignity, on the Qualities of a 
Cabbin Cur. 

But, 
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But, not to dwell too long on the Back-Side 
of the Canvas, let me do Juſhice to his Merits, at 
the ſame Time. You know, then, as well as I, 
ſo I need only hint at, his _ and frequent 
Charities, in the moſt comprehenſive Senſe of the 


Word, his Alms, his Gifts, his Acts of Friend- 


ſhip, and Benevolence. 

One feels extremely aukward not to be able 
to love a Perſon, who forces us to eſteem them. 
Thoſe, who have Virtues and Vices in Oppo- 
ſition, may be compared to an Egg, ſtrong one 
Way, and weak another. A Conceit winds up 
a Letter, better than an Argument; ſo let us 
quit the Subject. 


Adieu | 
Henry. 


— 


LETTER CCCCXXIV. 


My dear Fax NY, 

WAS arreſted this Morning, on my Road to 

you, bv a ſevere Shower, which obliged me 
to croſs over, and figure in, here to dry myſelf, 
This led on to ſome other Refreſhments, of 
Meat, and Drink; and you know the Misfor- 
tune of my Stomach, that I dare not ſtir after 
Dinner, for Fear of awakening my Cholic. 

Our charming Hzttentet is at Home, and was 
very active in airing a Change of Linen for me, 
and would have ſtaid by, while I ſhifted, if I 
had permitted it. Her Father never afforded 
her any Manner of polite Education; and her 
Mother, you know, was incapable of making the 
poor Girl the leaſt Amends, that Way ; and ſhe 
is, now, at the dangerous Criſis of Fifteen, in « 


perfect 
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perfect State of uneducated, tho' happily at the 
ſame Time, of uncorrupted Nature. There is 
a Frankneſs in her Manners, with a Naivet# in 
her Expreſſions, that both charms, and alarms 
one, at once, 


Momus need deſire no Windows to her Breaſt, 


for every Thing ſhe has yet thought, or felt, you 


may know, even without afking. She is a ſpecu- 
lative Subject, for a Philoſopher; but a more 
charming practical one, for a Lover, of 
true Delicacy, and Honour. She is capable, 
yet, of being trained to all the Decorums, and 
guarded Manners, of female Education ; for ſhe 
has quick Apprehenſion, with great Ameneable- 
neſs, and Attention : And her Nature is rich in 
Charity, Humanity and Benevolence. 

What a flattering Reflection would it be, to 
think, that this Girl was a genuine Sample of the 
human Race ! —But I have ſo little Dependence 
upon ſuch an Hypotheſis, that I confeſs I am glad 
that this good Couple have no more female 
Patterns to exhibit, to the Speculation of the 
curious, The Son, indeed, has had as little 
Education as his Siſter ; but then he has had the 
Advantage of being bred a Fox-Hunter, which 
makes that Deficiency neither lamented by him- 
ſelf, nor of Conſequence to others, 


Adieu 1 


Henry. 


L E T- 
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LETTER CCCCXXV. 


Dear Harry, 

HAVE had great Amuſement, in your Ab- 

ſence, theſe three Days. I am made a Con- 
fidente—Miſs has let me into the Secret 
of Mr. 's Addreſſes to her. I ſuſpected their 
liking each other, for ſome Time paſt ; and, 
fince he has made a Declaration of his Paſſion, 
ſhe does not ſcruple to confeſs her own. 

What gave me the firſt Hint of this Amour, 
on her Part, was the ſudden Improvement there 
appeared in her, about a Month fince. She grew 
not only lively, but much more ſenſible, and ap- 
prehenfive, than before. Paſſion is a vaſt Im- 
provement to flow, and phlegmatic Natures, 
Hine not only renders us happy, but wiſe 5 for the 
Flame in the Heart ſends up a Blaze that enlightens 
the Mind. Would not this make a ſhining Figure 
among the faux Brillants ? It might rank well 
enough with many French Sentiments, that I 
have heard commended. 

But I am more anxious about the Succeſs of 
this Amour, than about the Tinſel of this Conceit. 
F think they may be happy ; for, to ſay they 
will, would, perhaps, be too much Preſumption. 
They ſtile Marriage a Lottery---But this is, I 
am afrazd, too favourable a Symbol of that State. 
'The Scarcity of Prizes, indeed, makes the only 
Parallel; for the reverſe are generally rather 
Blots than Blanks, I ſpeak this, thank God, 
from the ſafe Experience of other's Ills. 

To-morrow Mr. is to make his Propoſals, 
in Form, to her Father ; and we attend, with 
Impatience, the Event. The old Fellow is a 
capricious Man ; he is a fond, but uncomfort- 
able Parent ; and, unhappily, perhaps, for = 

Girl, 
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Girl, has no Wife to humanize him to female 
Feelings, 

We ſhall communicate the Reſt of our Novel to 
you, as it occurs. .If any Difficulties ſhould ariſe, 
—— de very uſeful to us, as you have admira- 
je Reſources, and Expedients, upon all extraor- 
dinary Emergencies. 

I mentioned this to Miſs , and ſhe ſeem- 
ed frightened, ſaying that you were too grave, 
and wiſe, to be admitted into our Cabinet Coun- 
cil © Cato's a pretty Fellow to tell a Love Tale to. 
But I made her quite eaſy, on that Head, by 
aſſuring her, that you were never grave, in your 
Life, except in Jet: And, as for your Wiſdom, 
it was rather that of Nature, than of Philoſophy ; 
and was therefore more indulgent, than ſevere, 


Adieu ! my Huſband. 


Frances. 
by 


LETTER CCCCXXVI. 


My dear Harry, | 
UR Novel, it ſeems, is not to end either 
ſo ſimply, or ſo ſoon, as we had vainly 
imagined. The Father's Anſwer is worthy of 
being recorded: He had no Manner of Ob- 
jection to the Match, but two--- That he could 
* neither ſpare his Daughter, nor her Fortune.” 
He explained himſelf, by ſaying that he was 
an old Man, and a Widower, conſequently help- 
leſs, and melancholic, when alone; that, if his 
Daughter ſhould leave him, he muſt neceſſarily 
purchaſe ſome Comforts, and Conveniences, for 
+ Is his 
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his Age, and Infirmities, which muſt unavoidably 
leſſen his Daughter's Portion. 

This Account we received Yeſterday Evening 
from Mr. „by Letter. Poor Miſs ——;, 
beſides her primary Concern, reſents his not 
coming himſelf. It certainly was not very he- 
roic, Imuſt confeſs ; but it wasprudent however, 
It might have led him into ſome Engagements, 
which would have been extremely inconvenient. 
He wants Money, immediately, to clear his little 
Eſtate, and cannot afford to purchaſe a Wife ; 
which this would be doing, in Effect. The 
young Man was bred an Attorney. 

I pity her, however; but am much obliged 
'to her, for being ſo utterly incapable of any 
ſentimental Concern. *Tis ſome Conſolation, to 
the Confidente, at leaſt, to think that any other 
Huſband would make her full Amends, for her 
Diſappointment. Far differently did 1 feel, when 
my unhappy favourite Jenny told me her 
affecting Story, I feel for her ſtill, and ſhall 
ever do ſo. She is compleatly wretched, for 
Life. Not even the Return of the Renegade 
Lover, would retrieve her. The Delicacy of her 
Sentiment, her Pique, her Pride, her Reſentment 
would all oppoſe the Reunion, And what a 
ſpiritleſs Succedaneum, according to your own Ex- 
preſſion, * would any other Man be! 

Rouſſeau ſays, very ingeniouſly, and juſtly too, 
that, * to a Woman who truly loves, there is no 
Man, in the World: For the Object is more, 
and every other leſs,” | 


Adieu | 
Frances. 
L ET 


Letter CCIII, laſt Paragraph but one. 


Henry and Frances. 213 


LETTER ccccxxvn. 


Dear Fanny, 
| Received your Letters, upon the Subje& of 

the Love-Affair. I know the Father to be an 
ingenious falſe Reaſoner. I heard him once ſay, 
I think you were by, at the Time, that a Man 
could anſwer it, to the Laws of God and Man, 
to keep his Daughter unmarried, during his on 
Life, if he wanted the Uſe of her Fortune, her 
Society, or Attendance upon him; and that ſhe 


would be guilty of Sin, to diſpoſe of herſelf, ever 


1 ſo much to her own Advantage, without her Fa- 
to ther's Conſent. 
er That a Man ſhould forſake Father and Mother, 
er and "cleave to his Wife, he allowed to be good 
en Scripture ; but denied that the like Injunction 
er had been laid upon a Woman: Or, if it had, ſaid 
all he, her Duty does not commence, till ſhe be- 
for © comes a Wife; and, as the Duty of a Daugh- 
de er is prior, cannot enter into any ſecond 
her Obligation, without a voluntary Releaſe 4 — 
ent fir ſt. * N 
Wm. The Difference you diſtinguiſh in your Com- 
Ex- paſſion, is natural enough, to you---perhaps, not 
to others. You have a greater Sympathy with 
too, Sentiment, than with Appetite, Therefore, in 
s no Iitying the tender and delicate Jenny, you ſuf- 
wore, er for yourſelf. But to view this Subject, in the 
alm Light of Philoſophy, might not our preſent 
Obje& be refleed upon, with rather more Rays 
of Compaſſion than the former ? Is not a Child's 
ices, rief, for the Lo's of his Dinner, more ſincere 
than a Man's? In Proportion as our Reaſon im- 
proves, and our Sentiment refines, the Poignan- 
Cy of Diſappointment appears more blunt. 
Vor. II. K 


There 


= * 
= 
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There is an alleviating Reſource, a Kind of 
ſelf-foothing Conſolation, in the very Diſtreſſes 
of delicate Minds, the 2 Rn of which 


Wares be but poorly exchanged for 


The broadeſt'Mirth unfeeling Folly wears. 


But the Diſappointment of meet mutura) Appetite, 
has no Reſource, no Alleviation, How much 
more to be pited, then ! But, tis not, alas 
from ſuch as you, that ſhe is to expe Conſola- 


. 
Ain, 
— ——— — — — — 
LETTER CcccCxxX VIII. 
My dear Harry, 


HE Character to the old Brute, 
of an ingenious all | el] more properly 
belongs to yourſelf, than to any other Perſon in 
the World. Your laſt Letter is a Proof of it. 
A Stranger would not know which to be moſt an- 
gry at, the Caſui it or the Philoſopher : But I am 
only furpriſed that ſo great a Sophiſter as you 
have always been, in Jeſt, ſhould be able te con- 
fine felves to fuch ſtrict Logic, as you ever 
do, in Earneſt. 

1 ſhall amuſe myſelf ſome Time, more, at 
Leifure, with recolle&ing, and writing down, 
the many Paradoxes I have heard you propoſe, 
and maintain, in my Life: Such as, 

Coquets have generally that Security, which 
Solomon attributes to a Multitude of Countellors. 

Always ride a ſtarting Horſe cloſe by the Pre- 


ci ice. 
: A Man, 
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A Man, in Love, ſhould eat more than ano- 
ther Perſon ; for having loft his Heart, he has 
the more Room for Beef and Pudding, | 

And fo forth. I am ſure the Collection would 
make a large Volume. 

The diſconſolate Fair is gone Home to her Fa- 
ther: He _ for _— O_—_—_— and tha 
Girl really look iſmally, at part 
. might imagine ſhe was 4 e 
thered to ber Fathers, in the Scripture $ Senſe of the 

E 

The infidel Uſe that ſuch Cafuiſts as her Fe- 
ther, ſometimes make of the ſacred Text, is ex- 
tremely ſhocking. When the Ducheſs of Mass- 
rin propoſed to her Huſband, to ſubmit the tedi- 
ous, expenſive, and vexatious Suit, about her 
Alimony, to a R#fertnce, the Duke, who was a 
profeſt Devotee, refuſed it, ſaying, that his Con- 
ſcience would not permit the Cauſe to be thrown 
out of the common Courſetof the Law; for, that 
God had appointed Judges, but there was no 
Mention of Referets, throughout all holy Writ. 

I remember I travelled, ſome Years , 
with a Gentleman, not very old, who affured 
me, that, when he was twelve Years old, he 
was ſcourged, in Scotland, meerly for laughi 
* becauſe the Saints never — I take Ne 
ro, to have been the very Prince of Fanatics, who 
condemned Petus to Death, becauſe be was bappy. 

The Letter of a Law may fave our Necks, but 
it muſt be the Spirit of it, that ſaves our Souls. 


Adieu I 
Frances. 
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I. ET TER CCCCXXIX. 
My dear FaxNx, Dublin. 


HAVE not ſeen our Friends, at The Farm, 
yet. I walked out Yeſterday Morning, but 
8 were come to Town. The Weather was 
ne, but warm; and I am fat. I went up Stairs 
into the large Room, both to reſt my Body, and 
to refreſh my Mind with the beautiful Landſcape 
that may be viewed from the Window. . 

When I opened the Door, I was ſtruck with 
one of the moſt extraordinary and alarming Sights 
I had ever beheld. It ſhocked me as a Man, but 
pleaſed me as a Philoſopher. Ifound that Cherubim, 
Tommy, and Lion, that tremendous Maſtiff, ly- 
ing down together, on the Carpet, with their 
Arms about each other's Neck, and both faſt 
aſleep. | 

You feel terrified—So did I—But, upon ſee- 
ing the Infant's white Frock unſtained, I ſoon 
became re- aſſured; and ſtood, for a Minute, con- 
templating an Emblem of the Golden Age, when 
the Lion and the Lamb uſed to gambol on the 
ſame Lawn, together, I then ſtept out ſoftly, 
and called che Servant to rouſe the Dog, gently ; 
which he did, by whiſtling, 

Apropos, All Bedfellows, who ſnore, are to be 
awakened the ſame Way— This Secret is worth 
Money Lion awoke, reared up his Creſt, ſhook 
his'brindled Main, laſhed his Sides, and ſtalked 
—_—_ Stairs---Lamb ſprang up, at the 
ſame Time, and ſcampered down after him, to 
romp, and ſleep again. 
1 fat in the Room, for an Hour; and was fo 
charmed with the Proſpect, that I amuſed myſelt 
with 


, 
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with a Deſcription of it, which I left upon the 
Table, and walked away to Town. £2.41 
I ſend you two Letters, incloſed, which I think 
will pleaſe you. The Engliſh one is prettily wrote, 
lite and affectionate; and the other ſhews a 
iſpoſition to come into Terms, and, let them 
be of what Kind they will, they muſt be deſira- 
ble for me, in my preſent Situation. 


Adieu | 


PES CRLI1P'T 16M 
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In a LETTER to 
ARTHUR NEWBURGH, Eſg 


Dear Si R, 


Walked down, this Morning, to this charm- 
ing Rus in Uurbe, in Hopes of meeting you at 
Home; but, ſince I have miſſed of that Pleaſure, 
I am indulging myſelf in another, by contempla- 
ting, from your Venetian Window, a Collection 
of fine Views, which form, all together, one of 
the richeſt, moſt diverſified, and extenſive Proſ- 
ports that can poſſibly be framed by Art and 

ature joined, 1 
The Gardens of Alcinos, in Homer, or the Vil- 
las of Pliny, and Cicero, are no more to be com- 
pared to the beautiful Amphitheatre which lies at 
K 3 preſent 
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preſent before my Eyes, than my Deſcription of 
it can be able to equal theirs. * | 

bade here, at one View, three of the greateſt 
.Obj in Nature, in Art, and in Pohticks--- 
The Sea, a Fleet, and a City. The Eye is loſt 


in wandering o'er that vaſt Expanſe of living Wa- 


ters, - where it's Strength can find no Bounds, but 
Weakneſs makes one; while the Mind is elevated 
in Wonder, on contemplating the amazing Pro- 
perties of this Element ; it's Saltneſs, which no 
Chemiſtry can either amalize, or compound; 
und its Tides, which ſeem endowed with a ſelf- 
moving Power; without which latter, the firſt 
would ſubſide, thereby rendering the Ocean unkit 
to ſuſtain that numerous and extraordinary Spe- 
cies of Animals, which are peculiarly framed by 
Providence, to inhabit it. 
A Ship, tho' the Work of Art, ſeems to ap- 
nearly an Animal; as its Motions appear 
almoſt ſpontaneous, and that Breath 1s its 
moving Principle. Tt ſeems, alſo to be guided 
by Inſtint, as it moſt regularly purſues thoſe 
:Conrſes, which are inſpired by Nature. 
Man is ſtiled a Micro-co/ſm., How much juſter 
a Title has this great Machine to the comprehen- 
five Term of a /ittle World ; in which may be, 
at once, contained every Thing that can be ne- 
ceſſary, either for the Support, Convenience, or 
Advantage of Mankind; and in which we may 
be ſaid to live, and move, and have our Be- 
ing.” | 
A City is an Epitome of a Nation, as a Ship 
is of the World. It is, in its Polity, the higheſt 
Work of human Wit, ſupported by divine Aid; 
as all its Theory muſt be founded in the moral 
Law, and its PraQtice muſt be influenced by the 
Obligations of Religion. 


Nor 
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Nor wants there, here, a fourth Object, more 
admirable and more reſpectable, than all the other 
three ; namely, the Maſter of this charming. Re- 
treat; for, us Pipe emphatically expre ſſes it, 


* An honeſt Ma e Workof Ot 3. 


for, when 


© The Cloud-clapt Towers, the gorgeous 8 

Ne — 5 Temples, yea, the great Glohe 
© itle 

© With all which it inherit, ſhall diſſolve, 

And, like the baſeleſs Fabric of a Mboa. 

F Leave not a Rack behind, 


the good Man ſhall remain, exiſt, n and 
inherit Eternity. 

There is another great Object, too, before my 
Eyes, of ſo curious and extraordinary a Nature, 
as well to 8 ar ticular Contemplation, 
here---namely, ntains. 'Theſe are nei- 
ther the Work 4 75 nor of Art; but the 
Effe ct of a certain Violence which the Almighty 
was provoked to commit upon this Globe, by 
breaking open the Caverns of the Earth, to de- 
ſtroy 113 Race of Men. So ſurprizing 
is the Connection and Dependences between all 
the Works of God, and ſo amazing the Nature 
of Sin, as to be able, not only to induce moral, 
but phyſical Evil, alſo, upon a wicked, and un- 
repenting World; not only to deform the Face, 
dut even to alter the ſormer Courſe of Nature 
too; as Philoſophers and Divines have reaſoned 
upon this Subject. 

Ard yet, how Great and Good has Omnipo- 
tence . ſhewn itſelf, on this extraordinary Criſis, 
by accomodating a 'Sort of Second Nature to this 
Alteration of the. Globe ! So that Mountains 
now ſeem neceſlary for the Benefit of the modern 

K 4 World, 
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World, at the ſame Time that they 


remain as 
Monuments to ſhew the Deſtroton of the. an- 


tient one. 

Add to all theſe the paſtoral de of every 

rural Object, under the ſame View; the Gardens 
planned in ſo true a Taſte, that Art ſeems natura- 
dized ; the flowering Lawns ſcattered. o'er with 
Trees of various Greens, and interſperſed- with 
ſmoaking Hamlets ; the Birds on every Spray, 
© ſtill vocal with their Maker's Praiſe,” recalling 
to Mind the poetic Age of Geld, when Innocence, 
Love, and paſtoral Life, were the only Cha- 
racer, Paſſion, and Vocation of Mankind. All 
which Scenes, tho? they do not raiſe our Admi- 
ration ſo high, as the former Objects, yet create 
certain delicate, tender, and e Ideas in 
the Mind, which inſpire us with more amiable 
; Senſations, as the milder Morals are more en- 
dearing, than the more heroic Virtues. . 

It is natural, upon this Subject, to recolle& 
many of the beautiful Deſcriptions of the Poets, 
who have been wanton upon ſuch inſpiring Themes, 
as theſe ; but I ſhall forbear to tire you with 
Quotations, and ſhall conclude with only that 
elegant and unaffected one, from Horace. 


O Rus! quando ego te aſpiciam, quandoque licelit, 
« Nunc veterum libris, nunc ſomno, & inertibus benis, 
« Ducere ſollicitæ jucunda oblivia vite J 


Adieu 
Henry. 


L E T- 


® See Derbam's Phyſico-Theology ; or, rather, Le 

SpeRacle de la Nature, upon the Chapter of Moun- 

22 where the whole Philoſophy of this Subject is 
t forth. | 
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LETTER C 


My dear FAN Nx, | O24 
1 SE ND you a Parcel of French Samplers, a 
a Preſent for our Friend Mrs. . Whi 
i was rolling them up, this Morning, a Thou 
ſtruck me : Upon which I immediately wrote the 
incloſed extempore, which I deſire you to preſent 
to her, along with the traced Canvas. 


To Mri. —————, with a Preſent of French 
Samplers. 


UR Natures, like theſe Samplers, juſt are trac'd 
By Lines which ne'er by Art can be ſurpaſꝰd; 
Each Figure has its Form and Limits, here, 
As the Deſigners will'd they ſhould appear: 
So Nature marks the Outlines of a Man, 
To fill, and colour, is the moſt we can. 
Happy Exception ! to the World you ſhine, 


— 


Trac'd, fill'd, and colour'd, by the Hand divine . 


At once made perfect, in the moral Part, 
Without the ſlow and feeble Aid of Art ; 
Struck at a Heat, like the firſt fatal Fair, 
White Heaven, its former Error to repair, 
Virtue to Beauty join'd, in framing the, 
Thou Milten's Eve, without her Frailty ! ' 


Mr. C———brought a great Number of them 
from France, when he was there laſt, and deſigned 
them for his Daughter ; but they quarrelled ſoon 
after, and he has ſent them all as a Preſent to you. 
I have taken a poetic Licence with, theſe few, and 
ſhall carry you the Remainder, in plain Proſe. ©. 

You know he is a Woman, in every Thing, 
except Beauty, and Gentteneſs of Manners; aud 
is perfect Miſtre/s of the Needle. He would force 
me to take a Leſſon, upon the Manner of work- 
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ing theſe Samplers: All I remember of which, is, 
that the ſeveral Worſteds, with which the Figures 
are traced, mark the outermoſt Shade of that 
Colour that each is to be filled up with. 

has made me a Preſent of an empty Purſe, 
of his own Working; and, if he paid me 
Half what he owes me, he might have filled it ; 
but he pleads Poverty to that, and all other De- 
mands. The Plex is true, in Effect; but tis bis 
own Perverſeneſs, that makes it ſo. If he would 
bat give and take, a little, he _— ſoon render 
himſelf perfectly eaſy ; but he ſeems to have a 
Paſſion for Difficulties, and Diſtreſs, and creates 
them to himſelf, moſt induſtriouſly, every Day. 


yay 
Henry. 


— — — 


LETTER ccecxxxl. 


My deareſt HAR RK, | 
Recei your Preſent, with the ve pretty 
1 Lines you {ent along with it. I delivered 
them both, without the leaſt Grudging, I aſſure 
ou, till I ſaw the Manner in which they were 
th received, She looked over the Pieces of 
Canvas careleſsly, juſt run her Eye through 
the Poem, and then, with her uſual Coldneſs, 
laid them together on her Toilet, as ſhe would 
have done a Pair of Shoes, with the Receipt. 
Go to, go to, thou art a very Spendthrift in 
Wit, to ſquander it away, upon lach Subjects. 
ere there Merit to deſerve the Compliment, 


— 
- 


or Taſte to reliſh the Wit of it, I could excuſe 


you. 


\ 


We 


ene 
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We are all to go to the Aſſizes They begin 
next Tueſday Mr. begs the Favour of you 
to meet him there, Time enough to be put upon 
the Grand-Jury, for he wants your Aſſiſtance 
toward his new Road.---Do, lay on Tax upon 
Tax — To load a Country is one Way of making 
it thrive ; becauſe it doubles Induſtry. Among 
the few Advantages which our Sex has over 
your's, ſurely theſe ought to be highly prized, 
that we can never be obliged to kill, to condemn, 
CO to tax a Man. God help your poor 

uls ! 


Adieu |! 


LETTER CCCCXXXIL 


Dear Harry, | 
R. called to ſee me, this Morning, 
and ſeems to be, but ſlowly recovering 
from his Fever. He has left a lovely Wife, at 
her Mother's, in the County of Wicklow, to lye 
in, that is, to give Birth to a fourth Grace. 
He was not in his uſual Spirits, but extremely 
agreeable, and polite, He fat with me, for an 
Hour; and ſeems to have our Series of Letters 
all by Heart; for I think that he quoted, or al- 
luded to, above a Dozen Paſlages in them, as the 
Turn of our Converſation happened to ſupply the 
Occaſions. | | 
He entertained me with a Converſation he 
1 had with Mr. ——, about theſe Writings. 
He faid he was ſurprized how theſe Letters had 
obtained ſuch a CharaQer --- For his Part, be 
could perceive no Merit in them That Hiſtory, 
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or Treatiſes, were Works of Labour and Science; 
and Poetry, or Novel, of Wit, or Invention; 
but that Letters were the eaſieſt Things in the 
World, as they required neither Study, Genius, 
or Science. 

Our Friend replied, that Letter-writing was 
indeed a very uncommon Thing, but an uncom- 
mon Talent at the ſame Time; for, that there 
was a great Difference between writing Letters 
for the Poſt and for the Preſs ; that the great Ex- 
.cellence of theſe is, that they were deſigned only 
for the former; and that he differed much in his 
Opinion of, Literary Works; for he thought it 
an higher Inſtance of Talents, to be able to write 
agreeably, /without Study or Matter, than where 


one has Facts, Science, or Invention, to ſup- 
port the "Bi 1 1 
The Critic, however, was brought to allow 


them the Merit of Stile and Language; and to 
confeſs that his Objections lay not particularly 
to The Series, but againſt all Letters, in Print, 
which were neither hiſtorical, or narrative. 
Pray make my affectionate Complimedts to 
our Friends where you are, and tell Mrs. 
that I ſhall write to her as ſoon as I have picked 
up Incidents enough in this Town to entertain 
her-—Not that 1 imagine ſhe would judge like 
Mr. of my Letter, though I ſhould write 
her one upon Nething. 


Frances. 


— 
8 — 


LETTER CCCCXXXII, 


Dear FAN N, 
KNOW the Character of Mr. 


, the 


Critic you mention. He is a Man of Labour 


and Study, without Taſte or Genius, He pub- 
liſhed 


ar 
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liſhed a Collection of Poems, many Years ago, 
which he gave the conceited Title of the Neſegay 
to, and they were ill received. 

A Mediocrity in Writing is quicker perceived 
in Poetry, than in any Thing elſe ; and I won- 
der he did not find jt out himſelf, for he is really 
a ſenſible Man, but rather too ſolid, which is often 


a Diſadvantage. I ſhould rather buoy on the Sur- 


face ſometimes, than always anchor in the Mud. 
This Critic lives too much in his Study; and 
the Difference between ſuch a Perſon, and thoſe 
who converſe familiarly in the World, may be 
compared to the upper Sod, and the under Spit, 
of the Earth---The latter may have, .ntrinficelly? 
the ſame Powers of Vegitation, but wants the 
Action and Impregnation of the Atmoſphere, to 
ſet its fixed Salts at Liberty to exert themſelves. 
I do not ſuppoſe he ſpoke againſt the Series, 
from the Envy or Malevolence of a diſappointed 
Author ; but Perſons of his Stamp muſt always. 
have ſome Matter for their Subject, and conſe- 
quently feet no Manner of Reliſh for the finer 
Arts, as their Beauty reſts meerly in Idea, and 
is not extended to ſolid Uſe. <, nah £F 
| I agree with him, in his Opinion about the 
Merits of ſuch Writings as he is inclined to re- 


prehend, that Wit is not a Merit, but an Excel- 


nce. * Tis a natural Gift, and can no more be 
acquired than Beauty. | 
This puts me in Mind of a Story I heard once 
of Colonel —, who was an Acquaintance of 
Lord 7 . He had frequently heard his 
Lordſhip, who was himſelf a Man of lively Parts, 


repeat and commend the bon Mots he had heard 


thrown out among his jovial Companions ; 
which mortifying the ſtupid Colonel, he one 
Day remarked, that he ſaw no Manner of Merit 
in all this.---A good Thing happened to come 
| into 
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into their Heads, and they ſaid it; and 1 ſhould 
have done the ſame, added he, if it had occurred 
to me. 

I ſhall conclude this Letter with an Epigram, 
which the Subject of your Letter has made occur 
to me this Inſtant. | | 


YOU fay that Macro reads our Works with 
Scorn, 

Juſt nods Aſſent, and cries, they may be born: 

To Envy, or to Malice, ne'er impute 

His faint Applauding ; for the Point is moot—- 

May not that Coldneſs, which gives you Surprize, 

As well from Want of Tafte, as Candour, riſe } 


Adieu, 
Henry. 


— I ——— — 


LETTER CCCCXXXIV. 


My deareſt Fanny, 
OU*'LL be, I hope, ſurprized at receiving 
a Letter from me, dated hence, after hav- 
ing got one, the laſt Poſt, dated twenty Miles 
nearer Home. 1 lay, I hope you are ſurprized at 
this, becauſe I would, in * Sort, prepare you 
for the unhappy Occaſion of my returning hither. 

This Morning, as I was mounting my Horſe, 
to continue my Route homewards, a Pe came 
to the Door, and told us that he had come the 
Night before from this Town, and that our wor- 
thy and good Friend Mr. had put an End 
to his Life that Morning. 

I was ſhocked. I pitied the helpleſs State of 
the many Orphans he left behind him, I rode 
back 
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back hither dire ly, with all the Speed my Horſe 
could make, It was but too true. I had left the 
Houſe but the Day before, in perfe& Chearful- 
neſs, and domeſtic Happineſs; and the ſudden 
Shifting of the Scene, was too powerful for hu- 
man Nerves to ſuſtain, E 
It was ſome Comfort to me, however, to think 
that this Act was not a premeditated one. About 
two Hours before, he had taken a Doſe of Phyſic 
for his old Complaint ; and the Piſtol was an old 
ruſty one, that had been charged above fix Months 
before, on his Journey from Dublin. This we 
judged from the Fellow to it, which lay in the 
indow, | . te 
I called in ſome of the Neighbours, to aſſiſt me 
in making an Inventory of his Effects; and be- 
with his Cloſet, There was not much Cafh 
in his Deſk; but I thought I had made an uſeful 
Diſcovery, by __ out a concealed Drawer : 
There was only one Paper in it, which we con- 
cluded to be a Bank Bill ; but, on opening it, 
found theſe Words, written with his own Hand. 
In every Adverſity that happens to us in this 
World, we ought to conſider, that Miſery and 
Affliction are not leſs natural than Snow, and 
Hail, Storm, and Tempeſt; and it were as rea- 
ſonable to hope for a Year without Winter, 
as for a Life without Trouble, Life, how 
ſweet ſoever it ſeems, is a Draught mingled 
with , bitter Ingredients: Some drink deeper 
than others, before they come at them : But, 
if they do not fwim at the Top, for Youth 
to taſte them, tis ten to one, that Old Age 
will find them thicker in the Bottom: And, 
it is the Employment of Faith and Patience, 
and the Work of Wiſdom, and Virtue, to 


teach us to drink the ſweet, Part with Thank- 


fulneſs, 
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fulneſs, and Pleaſure; and to ſwallow the Bitter 
without Reluctance, or Repining.“ | 
Theſe Reflections are none of his, I do not 
know whoſe they are; and have never met with 
them before ; but I know the Stile, Sentiment, 
and Manner of them, are, by no Means, his, 
However, could. one imagine, that a Perſon, 
who was ſo ſenſibly ſtruck with ſuch a Writing, 
as to take the Trouble of copying it out, and 
the Care to lock it up ſafe, ſhould have Impa- 
tience enough to deſtroy himſelf ! But, perhaps, 
it might have been a Conſciouſneſs of that very 
Impatience, in himſelf, which prompted him, like 
a good Man, which indeed he was, to embrace 
and cheriſh every Kind of Argument, which 
might be able to ſtrengthen and ſupport his Vir- 
tue and Philoſophy. | | 
No Man ever lived with a better Character, 
or died more lamented---principally, by the 
Poor. I have heard many Stories of him, this 
Evening, which give me both Pleaſure and Pain. 
He was the true Man of Rofs, as you tiled him 
once. 
I have the Satisfaction to find that this worthy 
Man's large Family is left in ample, and well- 
: eee Circumſtances, and the Truſtees of his 
Will are Men of Buſineſs, and Character. 
Among the Friends and Neighbours of the 
deceaſed, who gathered in to the Aſſiſtance of 
theſe Orphans, upon this humane Occaſion, was 
Mr. B , the Clergyman, who wrote the 
retty apd ingenious Letter, prefixed to our 
dition of The Series.“ He is aſenſible, agree- 
able Man, and I am very ſorry that our firſt 
Acquaintance ſhould have "commenced at fo me- 
lancholic, and unſociable A Time, as this, 


I don't 


by Leiter I. 


| 
| 
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I don't care to dwell longer on this Subject, 
both on your Account, and my own I ſhall 
leave this 'To-morrow, after we have put the 
houſhold Oeconomy into ſome Order, and re- 
turn to you, without any further Deviation, 
Retrogradation or Loſs of Time. 


* Adieu! 


— 


LETTER CCCCXXXV. 


Dear Fanxy, | I 

I Quitted the Houſe of Mourning, Yeſterday 
Eyening, and came/hither, laſt Night; and 
ſhall ſet forward again, after Breakfaſt. 

I met with a Book, here, that juſt is publiſhed, 
which was ſome Relief to my Mind, after the 
late Scene I had paſſed thrp*. It is ſtiled, A 
Collection of the Beauties of Shakeſpeare. 1 
was ſoon ſurfeited Such a Noſegay of Sweets |! 
It was too powerful. I like the Flowers better, 
when ſcattered thro' the Wilderneſs. There 
they have Fragrancy, here they are too luſcious. 
© So ſweet, the Senſe aches at it.” 

However, the Compiler, having extended his 
Work to Two Volumes, gives you now and 
then ſome Weeds, to fill his Flower-P. ts. But 
this I ſhould forgive him, if he had not puffed 
up his Pages with ſome of his Bombaſt. Take 
the following Inſtance. 

Danger knows, full well, 
© That Cæſar is more dangerous than he, 
* Weare two Lions, littered in one Day, 
* Andl the elder, and more terrible. ma 

a 
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Had Lee wrote theſe Lines, what Fuftian 
would they have been deemed ] Beſides, this is 
exceeding beyond CharaQer. Cæſar never ſpoke 
with Confidence of any Thing, except his For- 
tunes; and this was ad ca 3 for, to be once 
thought a lucky Perſon, often helps to render one 
ſucceſsful. This Paſſage not only fitter becomes 
Lee's Writing, but his Hero, Akxander, too, 
than either Shakeſpeare, or Ce/ar. 

Juſt going to mount, 


— 
— —_ Ee 


LETTER CCCCXXXVI. 


Dear Fanny, a" | 
I NEED not date any more of Letters, 

till we meet; for you know my Route, and 
the ſeveral Stages I ſhall make. About Twenty 
Miles a Day is my uſual Journey ; and I really 
think, that thoſe who regard either their Health, 
or Pleaſure, would never exceed it. I have no 
Pride invying with a Poſtillion. 

I am extremely ſorry that your Letters cannot 
ſhoot me flying. I wiſh for a Pair of thoſe ima- 
ginary Pigeons that are ſaid to. be employed as 
Poſt-Boys, between two Lovers, in ſome old Le- 
gend, or other, However, I would ſupply thoſe 
extraordinary Mediums, by intreating you to 
write regularly to me, during every ſuch unto- 
ward Interval of Abſence, like this, and keep the 
Letters for me, till our Meeting; for I am not 
ſufficiently ſatisfied with hearing what you have 
to ſay, upon theſe Occaſions. I would know, E 
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ſo, * Thing that you thought, did, or ima- 
gined, during the whole Journal of yqur Life. 
Tis Love, not Vanity, that preſcribes this Dedi- 
cation of your Time. a, 
The Lady of this Houſe, you have often heard 
me mention, with Advantage. What is ſtiled 
the peculiar Character of a Woman, ſhe is deficient 
in. She has not Beauty. Whether ſhe wants 
Senſe, or no, is a moot Point; for can one be 
ſaid to want, what they have no Need of ? Her 
Good-Nature, her Affabflity, her admirable 
Temper, with regard both to Chearfulneſs, and 
Good-Humour, ſufficiently ſupply every Chaſm. 
I am fond of Apothegms. I'll give you one. 
The moſt becoming Head Dreſs, a Woman can poſſibly 
ut on, is Good- Humour; becauſe it ornaments bath 
the Injide, and out. 
This Elyſian Scene, with the Love, Virtue, 
and Purity, of the amjab'e Proprietors of it, ſeem 
10 reſemble the Sta of Paradiſe, before the 
Fall. Shall I add, that the Lady helps to carry 
on the Alluſion, in another Particular, as one 


formed out of a Rib, I could not reſiſt it, tho“ I 


know you'll deteſt me: But I love, ſometimes, 
to exerciſe that delicate Feeling of your's, even 
at my own Expence. I aſk Pardon; and am 
my deareſt Fanny's truly fond, and aſſectionate 

Huſband. 


Henry. 


LETTER CCCCXXXVIL 


Dear Fanny, 
HAVE gained one Third of a Degree more 
of Southern Latitude, toward you, ſince laſt 
Poſt. There is Nobody here, but Ragetin : _ 
as 
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has .had a Series of ridiculous 'Things happen to 
him, ſince our laſt Meeting. It would be really 
worth While to take Minutes of his Life, and 
write his moſt extraordinary Memoirs. 

He would certainly be the moſt ſingular Perſon 
breathing, if the many untoward and diſtreſſing 


Things that happen to him, were meerly acci- 


dental, as they really appear to himſelf : But 
they every one of them ariſe abſolutely out of his 
own Character, which, as it were, lays violent 
Hands upon paſſing Occaſions, and forces com- 
mon Occurrences.into Adventures, In every Strife 
1 have known him involved, he was the Perſon 
who gave the firſt Blow, 

I have met with a ſtrange Book, here, latel 
publiſhed, The Memoirs of Mr. Bradſtreet. i 
ſhould have taken the Whole of it, for an Heap 
of Invention, if I did not know the moſt extraor- 
nary Story of them all to be authentic---name- 


— ly, The Bottle-Conjurer. 


You may e e have read it, in an 


Engliſh News-Paper, ſome Years ago. The 


Thing aroſe upon a Wager between the Duke of 
Montagu, and ſome other Perſon, upon the re- 
markable Credulity of the Engliſh, The Duke 
affirmed, that there was Nothing, ever ſo impro- 
bable, or incredible, but they would believe, if 
propoſeF to them with a ſerious Air. 

In Conſequence of this, an Advertiſement ſoon 
appeared, that a certain Conjurer would enter 
bodily into a Quart-Bottle, on the Stage, at one 
of the Theatres, on ſuch a Night. The Houſe 
was crouded, at Four o' Clock in the Evening; 
and, about Six, when the Man was expected to 
appear, and bottle himſelf up, Some- body came 
on the Stage, to acquaint the gaping SpeQators, 
that Aſmodes had ſearched thro' all the Taverns 
in Londen, and could not find any Thing like a 
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Quart Bottle: But, that if the Company would 
pay double Prices for their Seats, he would im- 
mediately hide himſelf in a Pint one. 

The Engliſh, it has been long remarked, are 
more credulous, and more eaſily gulled in gene- 
ral, than either the French, Italian, or Spaniard. 
I take the Reaſon to be this.--- There is, in hu- 
man Nature, ſuch a Portion of Credulity. In po- 


. piſh Countries this Weakneſs is _— ingroſſed 


by the Machinery of their Religion : But, where 

en are free from implicit Faith, and blind Su- 

232 their natural Propenſity to Belief, lays 
old of all prophane Objects of Credulity, or 

Surprize. 

Adieu ! 


Henry. 


W. | 7 
LETTER CCCCXXXVII. 


| My dear FaNwNy, 1 Dublin. 


HAVE had two Meetings with Mrs. — 

fince I came to Town, to ſatisfy her about 
her Demand. She does not ſeem yet convinced, 
that het Security is good. She is totally ignorant 
of Buſineſs, and has a Diffidence in all thoſe who 
underſtand it---For ber Huſband, you know, was an 
Attorney.---But, beſides, Women are always un- 
conſcionable Creditors, and never think that Men 
or Money can be bound faſt enough to them. 
What an irkſome Thing, to have to do with a 
Dun, and a Dunce, at the (ame Time! And, yet, 
ſuch is my peculiar Fate, that Duns and Dunces 
have ever been the Plagues of my Life. I 2 

1 
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finiſh my. Letter, with a vile, and melancholic 
Story, relative to this Subject. 

Poor G 
Natures to be bound for a near Relation of his, 
in the Sum of Two Hundred Pounds, about a 
Year ago. He fell ill, lately; and, while he 
was confined to his Room, he was arreſted there, 
for this Debt. As the Bailiffs were conducting 
him along, they informed him, that this ſame 
Couſin was the Perſon who had pointed out to 
them the Place and Situation they ſhould find 
him in. 

This Shock, with his Diſorder, and cloſe 
Confinement, fell very heavy, both on his Health, 
and Spirits, which might ſoon have rendered him 
miſerable ; but that in a few Days, he had the 
good Fortune to break Goal, of a Fever, and was 
buried Yeſterday Morning. 

The Scoundrel, I ſuppoſe, apprehended the 
Weight of the Debt — upon himſelf, if his 
Friend ſhould die, and thu * his Dan- 
ger by his Fears, —adding Murder to Ingratitude. 

Poor G ſent to Mr. { , Who had 
many Obligations to him, to deſire his Aſſiſtance, 
as as ſoon he was arreſted, but he never came 
near him. This muſt have been an additional 
Mortification to the unhappy Man. 

There is no being thoroughly acquainted with 
the World, without having been poor, and in 
Difficulties ; becauſe no perlon, who had not ſe- 
verely experienced it, could poſſibly imagine 
Mankind to be ſo generally void of Friendſhip, 
Liberalit . Honour, or Benevolence. | 

The Devil's in it, if the next World i is not bet- 
ter than this. 


Mut 
| | Henry, 


L E T- 
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he was led in, by his Good-. 
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LETTER CCCCXXXIX. 


My dear HAnRx, 
R. W—— is returned from Dublin, and 
has brought Home all the late Novels, 
that have been publiſhed ; for, he ſays, he loves 
to know what's doing in the World, I have amuſed 
myſelf with ſome of them, theſe two Days, and 
think pretty much of them as you ſpeak in your 
Trio.“ I have not met with one Sentiment, 
elegant Expreſſion, or polite Dialogue, thro? all 
I have read. 
There are indeed, ſeveral Stories of Death, 
Difficulty, and Diſtreſs ; but they are ſuch,” and 
ſo told, as one may read in the O/d-Bailey Trials. 
They rather ſhack, than move us; for modern 
12 do not ſoften, but torture us, into 
ears 


I 


I had ſome Thoughts myſelf, of undertakin 
a Work of this latter Kind F—Not properly a 
Series of Hiſtory, for I believe there are more 
Hiſtories of England, already publiſhed, than 
there have ever fat Kings upon the Britiſh _ 
Throne, 


* The Zriumuirate, Chapter XXXV. 
+ Hiſtory. 
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Throne, even including the Saxon Heptarchy— 
But my Plan was this— 

The Grecian and Roman Hiſtories are full of 
Inſtances of Bravery, Honour, Generoſity, and 
the whole Catalogue of heroic Virtues. Theſe 
Stories ſurprize and captivate our academic 
Youth ; the Examples ſeem to be above human 
Nature; and they are too apt to conclude theſe 
Nations to be a more elevated Race of Mortals. 
This is a very partial Judgment. There are as 
many, and as noble Inſtances of truly epic Gal- 
lantry, to be ſelected from the Engliſb Hiſtory. 
It would be an ingenious and well-ſpirited Work, 
to collate the ſeveral Actions, and Characters, 
together; to draw Parallels, after the Manner of 
Phlutarch ; make Inferences, Ec. * 

I wiſh you would undertake a Work of this 


Sort. Lou are perfectly equal to ſuch a "Taſk. 


My having furniſhed you with the Hint, ſhall be 
all the Merit I ſhall, or indeed have any Right to 
claim. Do, think of it. 
Adieu | 
Frances. 


— 


LETTER CCCCAL. 


My dear FAN Nx, 
1 HAVE been ill, theſe two Days, with a Re- 
turn of my Cholic. Mrs, N. brought me 
a Medicine, this Morning, which ſhe ſaid was 
infallible. I took it, and its Effects were En- 
chantment Sudden, and extraordinary. I not 
only received immediate Eaſe, but conceived the 
higheſt Pleaſure imaginable, In an Inſtant 1 
thought 
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thought myſelf as wiſe as Solomon, as handſome 


as Abſalom, as ſtrong as Sampſon, and as brave as 
David. 


This charming Delirium continued for about 
an Hour, when I found my Ideas all in Confuſi- 
on, and my Senſes ſtealing ſlily away. I fancied 


TI was going to paſs through ſome extraordinary 


Metamorphoſe, and defired to be laid on the 
Bed. Mrs. & aſſiſted, till I became fo 
amorous, that ſhe was ſoon obliged to fly out 
of the Room, for among the other unaccounta- 
ble Effects of this Petion, it made even her ap- 
pear an Object of my Deſire too. 

My Raving held on very pleaſantly, i in my 

Sleep ; the whole fairy Regions of Phantaſy an 
Imagination paſſed ſuddenly before my — ; 
methought I had conceived a Power of calling 
forth Scenes, and creating Objects, for the Sen- 
ſes, as one can conjure up Ideas for the Mind. 
Of all the vain Illuſion of which my waking 
Dream had poſſeſſed me, whether becauſe it 
was the ſtrongeſt, or the laſt, or that the Philter 
was the predominant Ingredient i in this neQare- 
ous Draught, my amorous Fit. was the onl . | 
ſumption that followed me thro? the ate, * 
I tranſported myſelf immediately into the Mabo- 
metan Paradiſe ; and, [xion-like, was embracing 
Clouds, till the Dinner-Bell relieved, and brought 
me back to as flitting Pleaſures, and unſubſtantial 
Realities, with the Addition of an aking Head, 
high Pulſe, and Blood inflamed. 

Being thus reſtored—I mean reduced, to my 
inſignificant Self again, I inquired out of. what 
magic Cauldron they had extracted ſuch a be- 
witching Spell; and they told me it was taken 

Vol. III. L from 


aph unt gemine 


* See Eneid 6th, laſl Parogy 


ſomni portæ, &c. 
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from the hot Still of Poppy Cordial, made upon 
Brandy. It was this which firſt made me 
and then diſpoſed me to ſleep. I had never ta- 
ken a Dram, in my Life, before; but Optates 
I have, both the plain Poppy Water, and Lau- 
danum; and was ſenſible of pretty much the 
ſame Kind of Reverie; but more moderate; fot 
the Spirit, in this Paregoric, raiſed my Viſion 
into a Tranſport, 

I have inveighed againſt taking Drams, in my 
Trio, * without ever having taſted one: But J 
have ſeen ſuch unhappy Effects, from the Uſe of 
them, in ſome ot my Friends, both Male and Fe- 
male, that the very Sight ef one fhocks me: 
And had I not been deceived into it, I ſhould 
never have taken this intoxicating Cordial. The 
only Perſons I would recommend it to, fhould 
be your Suiridet ; for it one is refolved to die, it 
muſt be pleaſant enough to expire in an Extaſy ; 
which I am very ſure I fliould have done, this 
Day, if a Spoonful more of this Letbean Draft 


been poured into the Glaſs. 
I could not eat any Dinner, would gue the 

lon of 
Stomach, 


World for Drink, have ſwallowed a 
Tea, and am eafed of the Pain in my 


only by transferring it to my Head, which ale 


con ſumedly. I ſuppoſe Sir John Brute uſed to drink 
Drams, by that very Expreſſion. | 

I am much pleaſed with the Story of Agrippi- 
mus, whoſe Way was, whenever any Thing ill 
befel him, to write an Eſſay in Praiſe of it. 
This Method was admirable; for many Misfor- 
tunes, on examining them with this View, may 
be found to have ſome favourable Cireumſtances 
attending them. Suppoſe now, I ſhould amuſe 
myſelf after the ſame Manner, at preſent? 


In 


. Chapter XI. 


SST OTIS 
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In DEFENCE 


3 
D R A M 8. 


DRixxxc is a Vice; the Communication of 
Vice increaſes the Crime; which he, who 
drinks alone, is guiltleſs of. 

The ſocial Drinker adds Deliberation to his 
Crime, but the Dramatis Perſona has the Excuſe 
of ſudden Tranſport. 

The tipling Philoſopher claimed the Prize of 
Drinking, for being firſt drunk: the Dram 
Taker wins from him again. 1 

I could go on, at this Rate, for a Page, or 
two more, for there is no End to falſe Reafon 


ing; but enough of this Idleneſs, F 


Adieu and to Bed. 


Ht — 
r — — ll. n 


LET TE AR . CCOCCALL 


My dear FAN Nx, | 
LIVING not received any Letter from you, 
laſt Poſt, nor having met with any Occur- 
rence to entertain you, fince our Parting, I ſhall 
endeavour to amuſe you, by ſending you a Copy 
of the Chapter, which I had written for the 
LXXXIVth of the Triumvirate, immediately 
ſucceeding the Clergyman's Letter; But I poſt- 
poned it, in order to give Place to ſuch RefleQi- 

ons as muſt very naturally have ariſen in Mr. 

Andrews Mind, upon ſuch an Occaſion ; and I 
L 2 thought 


240 LETTERS Between 


thought that this Paper might appear ſomewhat 
flat, after the Letter which inſpired it had grown 
cool upon the Reader. 


Tu E Ci: PT ER 


TRIGLYPH to the Reader. 


THE officious Friendſhip exerted by this moſt 
excellent Divine, inſpired by a truly Chri/- 
tian Spirit of Charity, is the brighteſt Star in the 
whole Conſtellation of Virtues. Is it not ſhame- 
ful to obſerve how little of afive Moral there is, 
at preſent, in the World? And yet, at the ſame 
Time, it is by no Means deficient in Good-Will. 
But modern e. is moſtly paſſive, it reſls 
in Pity only, rarely extending itſelf to Charity, 
whoſe Life is Aion, reſembling Faith, which is 
dead without Works. {ug | 

I know a Perſon, who may be properly {tiled 
the univerſal Patron, who, without Fortune to 
give, or Power to diſpenſe, has, notwithſtanding, 
performed more Acts of Benevolence, than all 
the Kings or Princes, of his cotemporary Life. 
Does he ſpy a Gap in a Neighbour's Fence, he 
mends it with his own Hands: Sees he any Cat- 
tle as he rides along, even in a Stranger's Corn, 
he calls at the next Cottage, to give Notice of 
it. A Servant of his, on a Circuit he had tra- 
velled with him, thro' many Parts of the King- 
dom, faid to me one Day, in perfect Simplicity, 
that he believed his Matter had Farms in moſt 
of the Counties of Ireland. . 

When he hears a Story, which reflects upon 
any Perſon whatſoever, Friend, Stranger, or even 
Enemy, he immediately arreſts the Scandal, till 
farther Inquiry or Information, by ſhewing that 


the ſame Appearances might have ariſen from 
more 


volves in his Mind what Friend or 
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more innocent Motives, than thoſe which were 
then ſuggeſted ; by ſaying, that the Whole might 
poſſibly be an Invention of Malice ; or, at leaſt, 
ſome of the Circumſtances of it miſrepreſented. 

If two Perſons happen to be at Variance with 
each other, he ſeeks Occaſion, but without 
ſeeming to have any Manner of Deſign in it, of 
ſaying all the Good he can, to each, of each; 
which, by obviating all Prejudices, and ill Im- 
preſſions between them, except the immediate 
Matter of Pique, or Diſguſt, brings their Re- 
conciliation within the Compaſs of a ſingle Point, 
thereby rendering this humane and friendly 
Work more eaſy to be effected. 

When he hears of the Death, or Removal of 
any Perſon in Office or Employ, he inſtantly re- 
Acquaintance 
of his, would be moſt likely to ſucceed him, up- 
on an early Application to the Patron, and diſ- 
patches an Expreſs to him forthwith, 

In fine, he has had as little Reaſon, during 
his Life, as ever the good Marcus Aurelius had 
to cry out Diem perdidi; for, with Numbers of 
ſuch like Acts as theſe, ſome too minute, and 
others too many to be recited, does this honeſt 
Layman contrive conſtantly to fill up the Meaſure 
of his Time, tho? uncalled to ſuch a Work; 
which, I am extremely ſorry to have Reaſon to 
ſay, may he conſidered as a ſevere, though tacit 
Reproach, to too many of thoſe whoſe peculiar 
Province it is to relieve, exhort, reconcile, and 
watch over thoſe Portions of Mankind, which 
Heaven has ſo expreſsly, and in ſuch emphatical 
and alarming Terms, committed to their 
Charge. 

Let them but liſten to the awful Solemnity of 
St. Paul's Exordium to Timothy, when he com- 
miſſioned him to go and preach the Goſpel of 
L 3 Faith, 
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Faith, Hope, and Charity, 1 charge thee, there- 
fore, before God, and the Lord Feſus Chrift, be 
pull judge the Duick and the Drad, at bis A 
and bis Kingdom, & c.“ Second Epiſtle to imothy : 
Chapter fourth, and firſt Verſe. See the next 
Verſe, and the fifth, as alſo the ſeventh and 
eighth, of the ſecond Chapter to Titus. 

After theſe Paſſages, with a Number of others 
which _ be produced to the ſame Purpoſe, 
can it be poſſible for Paſtors, with a peaceful 
Conſcience, to accept a Miniftry, like 2 a Lay- 
Office, leaving the Duties of it to be performed 
by Deputies | Or act in it themſelves, with that 
Indifference, and lukewarm Zeal, with which 
Men uſually execute the ſecular Buſineſs of a 
civil Employ; who may be ſaid rather to read 
Prayers, than to pray, and give us Precept, with- 
out Example Can they blend in the Vanities, 
or mix in the Politics, of this Life; bribe in 
Corporations, and brangle in Elections; neg- 
lecting their paſtoral Care, to abet Feuds and 
continue Strife, among Men 

Can the Preachers of Salvation, I ſay, act 
after theſe Manners, without firſt taking upon 
themſelves to diſpenſe, not only with particular 
Texts of Scripture, but with the very _—_ and 
whole Tenour of the Goſpel Miniſtry? And if 
they are obſerved to make free with thoſe Parts 
which bind themſelves, may not the Laity be too 
apt, and tempted by their Example, to uſe the 
ſame Liberty with others which are obligatory 

on them ? Nay, muſt not Religion itſelf finally 
lapſe mto Contempt, and Diſbelief, under ſuch 
Latitudes and Remiſſneſs? Will Patients be in- 
duced to take thoſe Medicines, or ſubmit to that 
Regimen, which they obſerve their Phyſicians 
decline themſelves, in their own Caſe ? What 
Offence muſt theſe TR give, not only to 


weak, 


ect f..l> oc uot ob: 
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weak, but to ſtrong Minds alſo ?But, Woe be to 
151. by zubom the Offence cometh / 


LETTER CCCCXLAI. 


Dear FAN N, 

AM inow arrived at the Caſtle of Diſcontent, 
I or the Den of the Self-Tormentor-—— Not a 
Creature here but himſelf; and all the Servants 
changed, ſince I was here laſt. He is very ill 
at preſent; and all his Relations and Friends 
have fled from him, and be may die, without a 
. to cloſe bis Eyes, as if ends acts the 


I thall quit this Foref# To-morrow, and take 
my Leave of it for Life. The Duties of Hu- 
manity muſt be ſubmitted to, and have a ee 


even upon Scaffolds : But no Moral, that ever I 
heard of, ſummons us to the Furies Cave. As 
I have before ſaid, that Chearfulneſs is an Hymn 
to Providence, I may juſtly ſtile Bl-Humour to 
be an Incantation to the Devil 

How impious and ungrateful muſt Melancholy, 
or Ill-Temper, appear to the contemplative 
Mind, when it refleQs, that the very Bleſſings 
we receive from the Hands of Providence, are the 
general Cauſes of our Repinings ? The Conveni- 
ence of Servants, the Enjoyment of Children, 
the Emoluments of Fortune, and the other Ad- 
vantages of Life, are the uſual Sources of our 
Affliction, becauie they are attended with Fraud, 
Folly, Loſſes, or Sickneſs. 

Ill-Temper is the pureft of all Vices; becauſe 
it has neither Temptation nor Excuſe : It neither 

L 4 conduces 
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conduces to our Fame, our Fortune, or our 
Pleaſure. Swearing, Blaſphemy, Defamation, 
falſe Teſtimony, and Murder, are Species of it. 
When People ſay they had Reaſon to be angry, 
they plead a Contradiction in Terms. But this 
Vice is ſtill more dangerous in Women. What 


Security can one have of the Chaſtity of an ill- 


tempered Wife? She who cannot reſtrain her 
Paſhons, while ſhe is giving Pain, at once to 
herſelf and others, muſt be the moſt perverſe 
Devil breathing, to reſiſt them, when ſhe may 
afford Pleaſure to both. . 

Lou know my Way of ſtringing Reflections, 
as Sancho does Proverbs, one after another. 
There is no Oeconomy in this ; but you have 
ſaid I was always a Spendthrift. 

I am impatient to get my Feet out of this 


Houſe—-Meat and Drink turn ſour in my Sto- 


mach, without the Sauce of Chearfulneſs. Who 
is it that ſays, 


Better to ſup with Fiends, on Brimſtone Broth, 
That eat Sack-Poſſet with a Man of Wroth. 


Henry. 


— = — 


LET T-E R CCCCXLII 


My dear HARRY, | 
SEND you a Letter I received laſt Poſt, that 
will both entertain your Fancy, .and amuſe 
your Philoſophy, a good Deal. Tis perfectly 
charaQteriſtic of the Writer, full of lively Ima- 
gination, and ingenious Argument, at the ſame 
Time Not unlike your own Manner. 

T. B. ſays he would know your Writings, in 
any Part of the World. In the Midſt of a 


12 ſerious 
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ſerious Diſcourſe, you often throw in what he 
calls one of your Neffe, that is apt to puzzle 
one to know whether you are in Jeſt, or Earneſt. 

As in your Triumvirate 3 2 

© The Spirit and Virtue of theſe Expreſſions, 
drew Tears from the Sheriffs Eyes, and fo 
they would have done from the Hangman.“ 

This is a new Species of Writing, quite un- 
known to the Antients. I long to have the Opini- 
on of the Criticks upon it. It cannot be ſtiled 
the ſublime and beautiful, which Mr. Burke has 
ſhewn to be different Ideas: But, ſuppoſe we 
gave it a Name of a ſtill more extraordinary 
Combination, and called it the pathetic and comi- 
cal. This Sounds ridiculous, I own ; but I don't 
mean it; for I don't know how. it has its Effect, 
not only to ſurprize, but pleaſe. You did, in- 
deed, as you ſay, in the Tis learn your Philo- 
ſophy in the School of Demacritus. 

The Account, in this Letter, of Mr. 2 
extraordinary Marriage, ſurprizes me extremely. 
Lord ! what are Men! or Women, either 
What Security is the beſt Senſe, or Philoſophy, 
againſt the Weakneſſes and Caprices of human 
Nature ! Tis a very difficult Thing to impoſe 
upon a Perſon of Senſe ; but *tis eaſy enough to 
make them impoſe upon themſelves, This has 
certainly been the Caſe—She has deceived him 
into a Belief of her loving him; and all the Reſt 
of the Work was bis own. 


Adieu | 


Frances, 
L 5 LE T. 


* Chapter XXXI. laſt Paragraph, 
+ Chapter LV, laſt Paragraph, 
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"'L E'T TER CCOCCCXLITV. 


My dear HARRY, 
F HAVE met with Cicero's Letters, here, and 
am much entertained with them. I like them 
much better than Pliny's: They are not ſo ſtiff. 
I am reading them in Melmoth's Tranſlation, 
which I think a very good one—I mean the Stile 
and Language, for I muſt leave it to others to 
determine whether it is a juſt one, or no---Or, 
is that, at all, material? I think not--- Whether 
Tully, or Melmoth, pleaſes. me? I would rather it 
was the latter, for he may write again. | 

Lam difpleaſed with him, however, for a Re- 
mark .of his, on the Seventeenth of the Letters, 
Second Book Perhaps, ſays he, there is Some- 
* thing, in that natural Mechaniſm of the human 
© Frame, neceſſary to conſtitute a fine Genius, 
© which is not altogether favourable to the Ex- 
* cellencies of the Heart. It is certain, at leaſt, 
© and let it abate our Envy of uncommon Parts, 
© that great Superiority of intellectual Qualifi- 
© cations, has not often been found in Conjuncti- 
© on with the much nobler Adyantages of a mo- 
© ral Kind.” | 

I think I never heard any Thing aflerted, more 
unphiloſophic, and unfair Tis arguing from 
Individuals, to the Whole. 


« If Parts allure you, ſee how Bacon ſhined, c- 


The Character, then before him, was certain- 
ly a Man of Genius, without Virtue---Rather let 
me ſay, without Reſolution ; for he both thought 
and ſpoke virtuouſly, but had not Courage ſuffici- 
ent to put theſe Thoughts and Words into AQ, 
in all Inſtances, for he confeſſedly did fo, in ſome. 
But, grant that Cicero, with ſome others * the 

ame 
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ſame Stamp, wanted Virtue, ſhall we, from 
thence, conclude that the great Author of Good,. 
has, as it were in Envy of that very Excellence, 
with which his Benevolence has endowed ſame af 
his Creatures, debafed his nobleſt Gifts with ſudh 
a vile Allay ! 

But, to ſpeak philoſophically, I will admit 
that our Virtues and Vices do, in a great Mea- 
ſure, ariſe trom Conſtitution, or the Texture of 
our Frame; and that a certain Degree of Quick- 
neſs, or Vivacity, which is generally to be met 
with in a fine Genius, may frequently exclude- 
certain phlegmatic Virtues; ſuch as Prudence, 
Temperance, Oeconomy, Sedulity, Cc. Nay, 
Courage, too, which, as far as it is conſtitution- 
al, is no very heroic Quality, may likewiſe be 
deficient; but that ſame Quickneſs, which ex- 
cludes theſe, certamly opens a Door to every other 
Virtue, All the ſoft, the liberal, the generous, 
the delicate Feelings of Honour, and Humanity, 
ſtrike more forcibly upon a lively Senſation, than 
on a dull one. It requires the Stroke of Steel, 
to elicit Fire from a Flint. 

Had Mr. Melmoth, whoſe Writings I adinire, 
and whole Character I eſteem, looked into his 
own Heart, he could never have furniſhed Block- 
heads with ſo invidious a Weapon, againſt Per- 
ſons of Senſe. A Man of Parts may excel, in 
any Thing—— Why not in Virtue ? Why not 
riſe above a Dunce, in that nobleſt of Sciences, 
as in the meaner Arts? Rocbefoucalt ſays, very 
juſtly, that a weak Perſon can never riſe to Vir- 
tue; for tho” ever ſo well diſpoſed, be bas not 
Stuff enough. You ſee where a profeſſed Philoſo- 
pher in the Study of human Nature has placed 
the Impediment. Adieu ! 


Frances. 


_ 
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LETTER CCCCXLY. 
My deareſi HARRx, 


E are much alarmed here.---Mr. 

is very ill; and the Doctor is now with 
him. Upon feeling his Pulſe, he ſays that his 
Diſorder has been upon him ſome Time ; which 
may very poſſibly be true ; for his natural Phlegm 
might have equally prevented his feeling, or our 
perceiving it, ſooner. I hope his Illneſs will have 
no farther Effect, than to continue our Dullneſs, 
and then both he and we ſhall only remain as it 
no ſuch Misfortune had happened among us. 

Melmoth's Cicero, encore---In a Note on the 
'Twenty-fourth Letter, of the Third Book, he 
takes Occaſion to quote a Paſſage from Plutarch, 
and another from Monſieur Dacier, which do 
Honour to both the Authors, as well as' to the 
Perſons, mentioned by them, namely, the ami- 
able Cornelia, and Madame Dacier. From men- 
tioning theſe two celebrated Characters, Mr. Me- 
moth takes the Opportunity of paying a polite, 
and elegant Compliment to his own Lady, which 
I ſhall give you, in his own Words. 

* May I add my Suffrage to that of this cele- 
© brated Critic, (Dacier by declaring, from the 
* ſame domeſtic Experience, that uncommon 
© Knowledge, and a ſuperior Underſtanding, are 
perfectly conſiſtent with thoſe more valuable 
* Qualities of the Heart, which conſtitute the 
* principal Grace and Ornament of a female 
Character.“ This Paſſage, I am proud to lay 
hold of, is a Contradiction to the one I quoted 
to you, in my laſt Letter, I hope he does not 
think that Souls have Sexes. 

| As 
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As I am highly pleaſed with every Inſtance of 
conjugal Felicity, which comes within my Know- 
ledge, and as I really wiſh the Happineſs of my 
own Sex ſincerely, I have one Remark to make 
upon a Subject, which I don't remember ever to 
have ſeen touched on, except in a ludicrous 
Poem of Land/down's, where he adviſes his Miſ- 
treſs, in the Choice of her Lovers, to give the 
Preference to Poets. 

I canot ſuppreſs my Aſtoniſhment, that Wo- 
men, however ſenſible, or elegant, in themſelves, 
ſhould pay ſo little Regard to thoſe Qualities in 
a Huſband, as that a few Hundreds per Annum 
ſhould outweigh their Worth. Vanity is certainly 
predominant, in our Sex ; but, can the Love of 
empty Shew overbalance that of ſolid Praiſe ! 
A plain rich Man may gratify his Wife in the 
firſt Article : But, ah ! how wretched poor a 
Gratification muſt that be, compared to the Sen- 
ſation - we feel from the Approbation of a Man 
of Senſe, "Taſte, and Virtue ! who loſes not the 
Lover in the Huſband, but, by his Fondnefs, 
Attentions, and Politeneſs, even to Galantry, 
enlivens Matrimony with the true Spirit of 
Amour ! who magnifies her every Speck of Me- 
rit | who conſtrues her very Foibles into kin- 
dred Virtues ! and, by his own Deference, and 
ReſpeQ, teaches her Children to feel, for their 
Mother, a Reverence even higher than that Term 
can claim! Theſe Bleſſings - - <- - < 


Oh ! my fair Friends to you, who feel, I 
ſpeak : Let Senſe, and Virtue, be your firſt Pur. 
ſuit ; Let Fortune, and her varied Train, be 
but as Pageants to your Conqueſt : Obtain the 


Victory 
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Victory firſt ; then let them follow at your Carr, 
or not; your Triumph is ſecure. 


Adieu | my Huſband, Lover, Friend, 


Frances. 


— — 
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LETTER CCCCXLVL 


Dear HARRY, 

NEVER knew a Man, who was neither a 
1 Knave, nor a Politician, that is ſo feldom 
off his Guard as you are. Your laſt Letter was 
an Exception to this. How could you tell me, 
that Dublin was ſickly, without giving me the 
Satisfaction to know that you were to go, To-mor- 
row, to ſtay at The Farm, for a Week, or Ten 
Days ? How came I to know this ? you'll ſay. 
Your Servant was kinder than you, and menti- 
oned it in a Letter to Betty, by laſt Poſt. 

Mr. is quite well now, I ſuppoſe, by 
the DoQtors not having called here, theſe two 
Days ; for, otherwiſe, ſick or well, he appears 
always the ſame. He ambles about the Hall, 
takes his Pinch of Rappee, fixes his Eyes, and 
mimicks Thinking, as uſual. She alſo paces 
about the Alleys of her Flower-Garden of 
Weeds, all Day, in Queſt of Health, and Ap- 
petite, to ſquander away again, in late Hours, 
and Exceſs; and imitates Muſing, without 
Thought or Reflection. 

Poets are Prophets.—Prior can never be ſaid 
to have deſcribed, but to have foretold, ſuch a 
Couple as this; for I think it muſt have been 
impoſſible that ſuch a /auntering Jack, and idle 
Joan, were ever paired before, His No Charac- 
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ter is made up of Indolence, Apathy, and fac 


Simile : And ſuch a Woman as ſhe I never ſaw, 
in my Life; ſhe neither reads, converſes, works, 
viſits, houſewifes, coquets, intrigues, nor prays--- 
He has, however, one Charm, which is conſtant 
Good- Temper, that, ſtanding alone, creates a 
Sort of bald Affection for him, without Eſteem : 
And ſhe is ſometimes agreeable, and engaging 
in her Manners ; which only ſerves to heighten 
one's Diſguſt at her general — 

I am full of Reſentment againſt Perſons who 
will not ſuffer me to love them ! —* Tis ſo pleaſant 
a Thing | And partakes the Nature of a Moral, 
too; which renders it ſo infinitely delightful } 


But . 
I'll de revenged, and love you better for 
. Adiew | 
Frances. 


LETTER CCCCXLVIL 


Dear HARRY, 
Received your extreme galant Letter, Was 
it wrote from the Head, or the Heart? The 
latter, I am ſure of ; for your Manners are, in 
general, naturally rough, and ſatirical; and it 
muſt be owing to ſome Bias of Affection, when- 
ever you are polite.* | 
You know our Manner of reading and wri- 
ting—We both read and write for one another 
This 


The Letter, here hioted at, was lent to a Friend, 


and loſt. 
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This Method helps, in ſome Sort, to bring us 
together, even during Abſence---We diſcuſs thoſe 
Subjects of our ſeparate Studies, in our Corre- 
ſpondence, which we ſhould canvaſs in our Con- 
verſations. I am ll Ong on with Melmoth, 
ſa indulge me in a few Words more, upon the 
ſame Subject. | 

In a Note upon the Eleventh Letter of the 
Fifth Book, he ſays, © Tis ſtrange to ſee how 
differently the Vanity of Mankind runs, in dif- 
© ferent Times, and Seaſons, c. and inſtances 
the Declarations of modern Authors, that their 
Works are all extempore, ſtruck off at un coup de 
plume, without Time or Pains; while the An- 
tients piqued themſelves on the Expence of Years, 
and Labour, which they beſtowed on their Wri- 
tings. | | 

4 confeſs I think the Moderns have much to 
be ſaid in their Favour. There is certainly a 
Degree of Modeſty, tho' of Preſumption, at the 
ſame Time, in owning that a Work has not been 
corrected, and reviſed. Such a Declaration is, 
in ſome Sort, an Apology for its Errors and De- 
feats. While the Author, who ſends an imper- 
fe& Work into the World, and, at the ſame 
Time, acknowledges he has followed Horace's 
Counſel, and laboured at it for nine Years, can 
only be deemed a ſtudious Blockhead, who pre- 
tends to impoſe his tedious Dulneſs, for ſuch it 
muſt be, on the World, for Senſe or Merit. 

Whatever | | 


Is gained by Lobour, and is earned by Pains, 


muſt be as dull as Wycherly's Writings, of whom 
that Line is characteriſtic. Such Authors are 
only fit to be Compilers of Dictionaries; which, 
without Diſreſpect to Mr. Jobnſon, I look upon 


to 
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to be the loweſt, tho? not the leaſt uſeful, of all 
literary Works. _ 

For my Part, I declare, that what little Genius 
I have, is quite in the extempore Stile. I can 
ſcamper away on Pegaſus, for a Stanza, or two, 
very pleaſantly, to myſelf ; but I could no more 
travel the ſame Path, again and again, than I 
could have Patience to mount a managed Horſe, 
in the Riding-Houſe, and curvet it in. the ſame 
Spot, for three Hours together. I don't know 
but the Alluſion would have been better ſuited, 
had I compared ſuch capreoling to the Sign of the 
Flying-Horſe, that appears to be always in Mo- 
tion, without ever making Way. 

Your Return on Monday next, which; you 
have given me Leave to hope, will put an End 
to this Correſpondence, and we ſhall then have 
the Pleaſure of reading over the Remainder of 
this Work together. 

| Adieu 


Frances. 


a. 


LETTER CCCCXLVIL 


My dear FAN NV, 


HERE is neither Converſation nor Books, 

you know, in this Houſe : But one has 
ſome Amends made them, by being left pretty 
much to themſelves. Moſt of the Mornings I 
ſpend in walking and muſing alone; and the 
Evenings are employed in digeſting, and writing 
down, mes Reflections de Promenade. 

The Amuſement of Yeſterday was an Eſſay 
on the Adaption of Pleaſures, which ſeveral con- 
curring Thoughts, upon the Subject, had acci- 

dentally 
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dentally led me into. I ſend you the firſt Notes; 
and wrote out a fair Copy, this Morning, for the 
Chronicle, as Mr. Wikie deſires a Continuance of 
my Correſpondence. 


A N „ 
o 


r eee 


1 N the Series of Letters, between Henry and 

Frances, there is the following Paſſage: “ In 
the latter Part of the Comment, upon the 
Fourth Epiſtle, of the Fourth Book, of Orrery's 
Pliny, there is a very juſt Obſervation, that it is 
abſolutely neceſſary for us to be as wary in the Choice 
of our Amuſements, as of our Studies, For which 
Reaſon, I have often thought that there want- 
ed, extremely, ſuch an Officer to be eſtabliſh- 
ed, in all States, as a General Reveller, who 


ments, Pleaſures, and Diverſions of all Ranks, 
all Profeſſions, and all Ages of Men, even 
from their childiſh Years; which would cer- 
tainly be an Inſtitution of admirable Service to 
Mankind.” * | 8 
This Thought has frequently occurred to me 
ſince, when I have obſerved, that, for Want of 
ſome fit Preſident of Pleaſures, People of different 
Taſtes, Paſſions, Capacities, and Ages, have 
been promiſcuouſly hurrying after the ſame Pur- 
ſuits of Entertainments, carried away by the 
meer Vogue of Faſhion, more than the Impulſes 
of their own Genius, 
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® Letter CLXXIII. laſt Paragraph but one, 


ſhould preſcribe and preſide over the Amuſe- 
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From the Deficiency of a right Education, if I 
may fo ſpeak, in this very material Article, 1 
have known an affluent Fortune to become an In- 
cumbrance, a Diſpoſition to Gaiety lead to Dull- 


neſs, and a ſocial Temper betray to Vice. For 


Want of proper Directions, in this Particular, I 
have ſeen one Man yawning at a Comedy, till he 


. has cracked his Jaws, while his next Neighbour 


has been laughing, *till he has burſt his Sides. I 
have known People fatigued with Pleaſure, and 
ſated without Enjoyment; and then, according 
to the ſti} greater Miſtake of diſappointed Minds, 
not knowing how to fill up the Meaſure of their 
Time, betake themſelves to Drunkenneſs and 
Debauchery. 5 
There is a great Variety among the Brute 
Creation; even thoſe of the fame Species, dif- 
fering from each other, as much as from Ani- 
mals of another Genus, To inſtance, in Dogs 
The Foxhound, the Beagle, the Greyhound, 
the Setter, the Spaniel, the Water-Dog, the 
Terrier, c. have moſtly their diſtin Objects; 
and even where the Quarry is the ſame, the Me- 
thod of Purſuit in each .is different ; and, agree- 
able to this Diſtinction, Sportſmen make Uſe of 


various Methods of training up theſe ſeveral Ani- 


mals. 

There are as ſeparate Natures, and Geniuſes, 
among Mankind.—But Preceptors do not pay 
the ſame Attention to their Charge that Huntſ- 
men do. There is an equal Courſe of Studies, 
dictated to unequal Capacities: And, with re- 


= to the dangerous and important Article of 


ntertainments and Pleaſures, the helpleſs Pupils 
are left to Chance, to pick them up from the 
common Route, without Choice, Aſſortment, or 


Adaption, 
| I would 
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I would therefore adviſe the Projection of a 
certain Scale of Pleaſures, graduated according to 
the different Degrees of Vigour, Senſe, Taſte, 
Education, and Intelle&, from the loweſt State 
of Activity, and Reaſon, to the higheſt Excel- 
lence of liberal Accompliſhment ; which I would 
do, by rating the human Powers of Body, and 
Mind, at a certain aſſumed Number; ſuppoſe 
Forty ; which I would-divide into as many Por- 
tions as ſhould be contained in that Number; 
and to each Gradation on the Scale, I would ap- 


ey proper Recreations, Amuſements, and 
| 


eaſures, giving Athletics the Lead, in this Pro- 
greſhon, as the loweſt Degrees, beginning with 
Scutch-Hop, Fost-Ball, Cricket, Tennis, Wreſiling, 
Fencing, Hunting, &c. proceeding next to Shews, 
and Spe cles, commencing with You ſball ſee, 
what you ſball ſez, Sadler's Wells, the Machinery 
and Grimace of Pantomimes, with the gaudy 
Scenery of Puppet-Shews, and Operar. 

Then the Scale ſhould riſe, by Degrees, to 
Muſick, and Dancing; thence to the Sect, and 
Buſfin , crowning the Apex with ſocial Friend- 
ſhip, exerciſed in claſſic and philoſophic Con- 
verſe---Dulce Sodalitium! as Martial ſtiles it, or 
Convivium “ liberale, according to ſome other 
Writer ; for, as Cicero obſerves, upon this latter 
Expreſſion, 'tis in a Communication of this 
Sort, that Life is moſt truly enjoyed---O Nees, 
Ceneque Deum] 

Beſides the Subjects of theſe Departments, 
there would frequently occur ſome miſerable 
Examples of Perſons, too unwieldy, or infirm, 

to 


* Convivium from convivere, to live together. 
Cicero prefers this Latin Term, for a Banquet, to 
the Greek one, Evpmricwr or a Drinking-Bout. 
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to take the Diverſion of country Sports, or rural 
Recreations; totally unſkilled in the liberal Arts, 
or Exerciſes, and alſo incapable of the Advantages 
or Amuſements of Converſation, or Literature. 
Theſe, being an anomalous Claſs of uneducated 
Gentry, not marked upon any one Degree of the 
Scale, I would appropriate ſuch Pleaſures and 

joyments to, as are likewiſe out of the Series 
of my purpoſed Revels; namely, Cards, and 


| good Chear, Epulations, Compotations, not convivial 


oys. a 

But, to conſider this Topic, in a higher Light. 
The Athenians had ſuch a Senſe of the great Ef- 
ficacy of national Sports, with Regard to the 
Manners and Morals of a People, that they firſt 
put the Theatre under proper Regulations, and 
then appropriated a conſiderable Fund, fo pecu- 
liarly to it, that they made it Death, by an ex- 
preſs Law, for any Member of the Common- 
wealth, to propoſe the Alienation of that Reve- 
_ even on the moſt preſſing Exigencies of the 

tate, 

The French, who ſeem to have ſtudied human 
Nature with more Attention, than any other of 
the European Nations, pay a particular Compli- 
ment to Manners, by ſtiling them les petites Mo- 


rales ; but this Expreſſion falls ſhort of my Opi- 


nion, in this Matter; for as all Politeneſs owes 
its Merit to an Implication of the more philoſo- 


phic Moral, I ſhould rather chuſe to denominate 


Good-Breeding les perfefes Morales, Virtue is 
like Coin, to which Morals give the Weight, 
but Manners the Stamp, that makes it current. 
Morals are taught in Schools ; Manners are only 
to be learned in the World; And as, upon that 
great Theatre, Pleaſure has the moſt powertul 
Effe& upon the Mind, a judicious Regulation 
and Adaption, of this ruling Paſſion, and 
governing 
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governing Prineiple, is abſolutely neceſſary to- 
ward the Accompliſhment of a liberal Education. 

Politeneſs not only adds a Zeſt to the moſt 
refined Pleaſures, but gives a Reliſh even to the 
moſt ſenſual Enjoyments; and I have conceived 
an advantageous Opinion of the Good-Breeding 
of the Romans, from the galant Addreſs of Ho- 
race, Catullus, Tibullus, Propertius, and many 
others of the Claſſicks, which may be obſerved 
in their Writings, even to their Filles de Foye. 

I remember a Friend of mine, who had a cer- 
tain Delicacy in all his Pleaſures, happened once 
to have an Engagement with a Lady of ſome 
Condition, but of remiſs Chaſtity, and told me 
he had quitted her, becauſe ſhe uſed often to diſ- 
guſt him, by hinting at her former Amours ; 
and concluded with this Exprefſion—* In ſome 
Things there is a Pleaſure in deceiving one's 
© Self—l1 uſed always to addreſs her with the 
© Reſerve of a Lover, but ſhe would ſtill anſwer 
© me with the Frankneſs of a Conurteſan, My 
© Morals are free enough for a Ruelle, but my 
© Manners not groſs enough for a Bagnio. 

I do not deſign by mentioning ſuch a SubjeQ, 
to give the leaſt Encouragement to a profligate 
Courſe of Life——I mean only to hint, that 
tho* Men ſhould happen to be Libertines/ſome 
Times, they ought always to conduct themſelves 
with ſuch Delicacy, even in their moſt abandoned 
Pleaſures, as that, when they ſhall become re- 
formed in Morals, they may not continue ſtill 
debauched in Manners. 2 


END O 


* 
bes 


VOL. UI. 


TVG «a 4+ 20 1 * 


